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ra CHAPTER I. 
A STRANGE GUEST. 


OF al the many superb residences situated 


along the coast of the ocean, between Cape May 
and the Highlands, there is no one more mag- 
nificent, imposing and substantial than the villa 
mansion known as ‘‘Silverdale,” and the sur- 
rounding princely estate of thousands of acres, 
comprising the home farm, great reaches of glen 
forest and pasture land, glimmering lakelets, 
making a most charming and picturesque land- 
scape. A wide, magnificent drive extends 
through the place, circling hither and thither, 
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_ it was shaded by magnificent silver beeches, 
arching and twining together—the work of gen- 
erations. ; 

he gardens were in the highest state of cul- 
tivation, and the pineries, graperies, orchid 
house, forcing pits, were famous the country 
over. 
emerald splendor, with picturesque groups of 


trees, quaint summer-houses, rose arbors, green | 


- terraces, glimmering fountains, maj stic statu- 
ary—every thing to please and educate and re- 
fine the senses. 

The chief feature of the estate was, of course, 
the mansion, a vast, imposing dwelling, standing 
upon a gentle eminence toward the pars of the 

k overlooking the ocean, and presenting a 
combination of towers, turrets, immense oriel 
windows and balconies, that bespoke its solid- 

__mness and security, its suitableness for the winter 

idence as well as summer abode of its owner, 
as it was, for Silverdale had been, and was the 
one beloved home spot since it had been buil': 
one portion when Royal Florimel was in his 
prime,, the other portion when Royal Flori- 
mel’s 4S rece: Seated was a baby in arms. 
Both Royal Florime!, ‘‘ young Royal,” his son, 
and his kin were dead, when the events about to 


. be chronicled transpired, and the little grand 


daughter who had been in her nurse’s arms, 
with a black sash around her baby waist in 


mourning for the sudden, untimely death cf | 


both her parents, who were drowned while out 
yachting when the little one was but a few 
‘months old—this little heiress, now grown to 
maidenhood, was the only and last representa- 
tive of the proud old line of Florimel. 

A very queen in her beautiful home—sweet, 
loving, imperious and tae! surely no queen 
was so well beloved as beautiful Maize Florimel, 
whose guardian visited none of his authority 
upon her, and who contented himself with offi- 
cially calling upon her every three months. 
Idolized by the servants, most of whom had 
served the family all of Muize’s life, the young 

irl did not have a care, and never having 
nei the love of father and mother, sister or 
brother, she d:d not grieve for it, and lived her 
life happy as the birds among the trees. 

It was one glorious afternoon in mid Septem- 
ber, not half a dozen years ago, when the tide of 
fashion was about beginning to set city-ward 
from the caravanseries all along the Atlantic 
coast, that a young gentleman, in every way re- 
sem bling “the young gentleman of thé period ” 
in dress, manner and style, stepped into a car- 
riagé at the door-of the St. Grace’s Hotel—the 
most fashionable of all the fashionable summer 
resorts in that fashionable watering-placx—and 
gave the’coachman the order: “ To Silverdale,” 
and then leaned back against. the cushions, gaz- 
ing out upon the sea, as the carriage bowled 
along, with a slowly hardening look on his 
handsome: face, that betrayed, with every 
thought, the sinister look in his dark eyes, the 
half sneer on his sensual lips, that changed into a 
smile of gleaming envy as, at last, the carriage 
drove in the ever-bospitably open gates of 
Silverdale, where, by the gracious young pro- 
_Drietress’s kindness, the public were allowed to 
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ording most romantic views, and on both 
the drive, its entire length of sixteen miles, 


' worst—efforts! 


The parks were spacious, vast sheets of | 


‘annoyance and indignation that was gatherith 


| meant, he would certainly not allow himsel 
| be worsted by any sense of chivalry or honol+,) 


| drive directly to the house, where the strange 


| imperious summons, 


ww. 


drive through and enjoy the beauties so worl® 
renowned. f 
‘It is a glorious inheritanee!” he thougl 
his dark eyes kindling dpe ge “It's fay 
owner need not envy a queen on her throne; © 
is indeed a royal oie worthy my best—and my 
tis to be war between us, 1) 
unknown Miss Florimel—war to the knife-b? 
There is a struggle to the death before you 4 
me; I wonder which shall win?” BI 
And by the look of deadly resolve on his fa® 
it was evident that, whatever the struggle be 


To the driver’s amazement, he was order 
not to proceed in the usual way, according ™) 
the route prescribed for visitors, but directed @ 


alighted at the grand entrance, and rung # 
which was prompt 
answered by the porter, who requested 4? 
business. 7 

**T wish to see Miss Florimel. Be good enoug? 
to tell her that a.gentleman from New Yor 
wishes to see her a moment, on business.” 


luxurious surroundings, admiring with gleam 
ing, greedy eyes the display of tasteand elegan® 
both within and without, hardly noting ho* 
long he was k pt waiting, until, glancing at® 
tiny, gilded clock on a bracket he saw he hat 
been there nearly half an hour, A frown © 
on bis face was cleared _by the sound of bo 
heels clicking on the tiled’ flooring of the mal! 
hall, Then he heard the swift rush of trailite 
garments and a young girl entered the roots 
fore whom, in involuntary admiration }” 
arose and bowed lowly. 
It was an exquisite revelation of girlish lov® 
liness and haughty graco and. dignity up® 
which he looked—a young girl, not yet twent¥s 
slender, graceful, with wide, well-opene™ 
Juminous brown eyes, shaded by still daik?# 
lashes, a complexion fair asa lily leaf, with palé 
delicious pink warmth in the round checks; ® 
mouth small, scarlet, willful, tender, sweet—a! 
evtrancing, bewitching mouth, perfect either ” 
repose or action; masses of darkly brown bal 
all rippled and waved in the latest fashion OF 
her queenly little head; and the whole perfe@ 
picture completed by a dress of airy tissue of ® 
dull golden shade—a perfect picture of brigh¥ 
piquant, sunny girlhood. 
“You wished to see me, sir?’ she asked, in % 
clear, sweet voice, as sbe looked doubtfully ar 
him. ‘Because the servant gave no namé,” 
supposed it was a neighbor.” 
“Then you are Miss Maize Florimel?” 
The voung girl bowed, gravely. 4 
“You wall pardon me if I decline to give yO 
my name at this moment, Miss Florime!, Wi! 
your permission J will retein it until I hav’ 
made known my errand, I have come fro¥ 
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lag iriends of yours which I will present presently, 
_ Am I to believe you will grant me the attention 
request?” 
aize hesitated in her answer, the stranger’s 
vords and manner impressing her unpleasant- 
rg but, the s cond of hesitation assured her 
at disagreeable as this strange young man’s 
Presence was to her, peculiar as his speech and 
Manner were, she was in a position to rid her- 
Self of all, by merely raising her voice. 
9,8 with a haughty little bend of her head 
© coldly signified: her assent. to the singular 
Proposition, pointing to a chair for her guest’s 
8Cceptance, while she quietly seated herself in 
& low, easy one beside the open window. 
ith an admiring glance about him, the 
young man seated himself, first wheeling the 
air somewhat nearer the young girl’s. 
Silverdale is a magnificent place. No doubt 
You love it as your life, Miss Florimel.” 
coyith haughty surprise she answered him 
y: ; 


‘‘Tam.unable to understand_what my senti- 
™ents in regard to my home have to do with 
your important business, sir.” 
., Curious little gleam came into his eyes, and 
a aize could have seen beneath his bushy 
mustache, she would have also seen a strange 
Smile on his cruel mouth. 

it: t has much—in fact everything, to do with 

ete he responded, quickly. ‘‘My business here 

to tell you that your heretofore undisturbed 
Possession of this charming and cherished place 

tbreatened—” 

vhreatened!” _ 

Clan Miss Florimel. 
‘imant to Silverdale!” 
an oe uttered an exclamation of half-indig- 

Ut, half-amused incredulity. ; 

Netatee® have been imposed upon, sir, Your 

ce ment is absolutely incorrect. I am the 
; Y child of my deceased parents, the only 

‘a andchild of my late grandfather, consequent- 
iflicne the sole, undisputed heiress of the 

Crimel estates,” 
tion smiled again—and there was an impres- 
that ot gxeat strength conveyed by the smile 
< Very - we a vague chill to the ‘young girl’s 

4m not speaki i rtainty. The 

nh c peaking in uncertainty 
Migs aimant has a superior right to your own, 
: lorimel,” he said, with the most positive 


assurane « f ‘ : mi 
I will at 4 ie so “Tf you will permit me, 


There is another 


interrupted him with an imperious 
her hand. 

er ecline to hear your statement,” she said. 
are 5S aia’ preposterous your words are, if you 
to hae os et stating them, I am not the one 
my om they should be told. I refer you to 
will fpordian Mr. Asher Lyman, whom you 
Will ¢ nd in New York. He and his lawyer 
% she dispose of the pretensions you prefer.” 
to Witha. spoke, she arose, bowing slightly, as if 
in draw. With a sudden lurid blaze flash- 
im his eyes, the stranger reached out his 

« Star puously, yet connate y- 
Youth ‘Y! he exclaimed. ‘I have come to tell 
QS the Whole story before it shall come to you 
: Bossip of the whole country. before the 
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New York, and bring with me letters from 


newspapers shall blazon it to the world! You ~ 
can at least listen to me, and if you regard 
the evidence as insufficient, well and good. 
If you find it overwhelming, convincing, possi- 
bly you and the rival claimant may bo able to 
‘effect a compromise without going to law. 

beg of you, for ie own sake, Miss Florimel, 
to listen to me, Pie refuse, to-morrow every 
rae yy ork daily shall publish it for you to 
read | ; : 

His vehement, positive words had their effect. 

Maize resumed-her seat, her haughty, lovely 
face a shade paler. © 

“T know your story is a manufactured one— 
your new claim a forged one, Yet I will listen 
to you. Be brief as possible.” 

e bowed. 

“T will be so. It is a well-known fact that. 
when Royal Florimel, Pha grandfather, 
died, he left’ but one child, his son, Royal, to 
whom he left all his property, without re- 
serve, and sie whom you inherit. It is 
also a supposed fact, that when your father 
met his death, yous his infant daughter, were 
sole heiress to all the Florimel property. But it 
was not so. Royal Florimel, your father, had 
sown a full harvest of wild oats before his mar- 
riage to your mother, and among his many 
deeds was a secret pared? to a young actress, 
who was the rage in London—a young widow, 
charming and beautiful, with whom he lived 
less than a six-month, bitterly repenting his 
folly, and, at the end of a year, deserted her. 
Six months after that, she died, leaving her 


_ new-born babe to fight its way in the world; 
' while knowing his wife was dead, not knowing 


of his daughter’s birth, your father came home, 
settled down and married your mother—his 
secret his own. And, Miss Florimel, that 
daughter, your elder half-sister, the legitimate 
heiress of Silverdale, is alive to-day.” 
Maize looked at bim, with dilating eyes. She 
did not speak, for she could not trust her 


voice. : ; 

“The certificate of that marriage is in 
existence. There are living witnesses to it. 
There is a registry in the Vital Statistics records 
of the child’s birth, There are letters Royal 
Florimel wrote to his first wife, a conclusive 
chain of evidence, in which not one link is 
missing, and Royal Florimel’s true heiress is 


‘about to enter a claim for her inheritance.” 


“ And why never before?” the young girl’s 
voice cadena rung out. “ Why wie the 
existence of this daughter—this pretended 
daughter—never made known to my grand- 
father, to my father? Why has she waited 
until now?” , : 

“ Because, until a month ago, she was in 
ignorance of her own history; because it was 
only by merest accident she learned the truth, 
which she means shall be closely investigated. 
Although she has been harshly treated, she has 
no wish to war with you, but her mother’s 
wrongs must be righted, justice must be done. 
She demands her rightful name and honor, and 
she now is resolved to seek redress by law. I 


have come to you, Miss Florimel, before pro- 
ceeding to extremities, to ask what sha 


be 
done? Compromise, or war to the death? I 
bring you papers to prove the claim, and J 
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bring you aletter from Mr. Lacy Floyd, your 
relative, your father’s cousin, who was his 
confidant all through—a letter which declares 
he was a witness to the first marriage; that he 
knows the new claimant to be the true heiress, 
also giving his reasons for his silence so long. 
Again I ask, shall it be war or compromise 
between us?” 

He rose from his chair, standing before her 
: a folded arms, his countenance set, stern, 
pale. 

Maize-arose, too, a sudden agitation making 
her shiver like a leaf. 

“But, who—are you?” she whispered. “‘ Not 
a lawyer? not—” 

“No, nota lawyer, but one deeply, personally 
interested and who will never give up the fight. 
Tam Claude Noel, and it was my mother your 
father married, then threw aside, and, child of 
four years old that I was, I remember her grief, 
It is my half-sister, as well as yours, who inher- 
its Silverdale and its appurtenances, and [ need 
not assure you I shall guard uer interests well, 
for my own sake as well as hers. Miss Florimel, 
shall we be friends or enemies!” 

das he awaited her answer, he looked at 
her with the air of a man who held her destiny 
in his relentless hands, 


CHAPTER II. 
AN HOUR’s INVESTIGATION. 

THe announcement made by Claude Noel, at 
first almost stupefied Maize. 

‘*Tt is impossible!” she exclaimed. ‘‘ It is in- 
sulting! My father left no family besides my- 
self; my father was never married but to my 
mother. The story is outrageous, incredible!” 

Noel’s handsome, olive face flushed. — 

“Do you mean to accuse my sister and me of 
being impostors?” he demanded. 

s i have formed no opinion whatever,” she 
returned, haughtily. “‘ But I do think itstrange 
you should presume to come to me, instead of 
going to Mr. Lyman.” 

“Then you would rather have heard it from 
him? I fancied you would prefer to personally 
examine our claims and proofs, then submit 
your decision to your guardian, for it is ny 
desire to effecta compromise. We do not wis 
or mean, to rob you of your riches, but rather 
to share it with you.” 

Maize’s dark eyes flashed and her lips curled 
in a little contemptuous sneer. 

“How very kind you are in your modest de- 
mands! I would advise you to delay your desira 


for “ compromise ” until you have proved your: | 


self the heir—or rather the half-brother to the 
thealleged half-sister of mine, So far as your 
wonderful proofs go—I wili look into them.” 
Noel smiled, and first produced from a packet 
of documents, the photograph of a young girl, 
several years older than Maize, with an undeni- 
ably handsome, well-bred face, that, beyond 
uestion, bore a most striking resemblance to 
aize Florimel’s father—having the same luxu- 
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| An estate like Silverdale is not to be rel 


riant, fair hair, haughty blue eyes, that had | 


not been inherited by Maize, who was her 
beautiful young mother, dark and brilliant, 
over again, receiving from her father his tricks 
of speech and bearing, his haughty spiritedness 
and aristocratic imperiousness. 


Undeniably the photograph strong! 
a resembled the hortraita at the FAY; Bee 
orimels, who were wonderfully like to 
other, and a painful conviction pressed 
upon Maize, as she gazed, that the smil 
a ae girl was what she claimed to be-® 
orimel! ies 
“A resemblance—and the picture certainly 
resembles the Florimels—proves nothing,” 8? 
said, coldly. ‘‘I require far stronger proo 
Youn shall have them. Perhaps added 
other evidenge the family resemblance W! 
prove a great deal. Here isa letter from you 
relative, Mr. Lacy Floyd. I should have 
sented it at first, perhaps, but I desired to bi 
the news gradually, What Mr, Floyd § 
will weigh with you, I fancy.” . 
“Mr. Floyd is one of my dearest, most fait! 
ful friends,” Maize returned. ‘He was papa’ 
friend, trusted and true. You say Mr. bat yr 
recognizes your claim?” she added, in sudde 
remembrance. 
For answer Mr. Noel handed her the letter— 
a long, closely written letter, in which MU 
Lacy Floyd specifically and in detail repeate? 
the same statements Noel had made, givité 
precise dates, entering into closest minuti# 
and pepatans, why he had kept his secre 
at his friend, Maize’s father, had 
treated his confidence, to which he had b 
true until, the true heiress having learned 
her birth and rights, by merest accident, 
her half-brother coming forward to prose 
her claim, he could no longer keep the secré! 
He stated that Claude Noel had had an intel 
view with him, and upon his advice, had g' 
to Silverdale, where he advised Maize to in 
him to remain for a day or so, until himse, 
and Mr. Asher Lyman, who had been notifie% 
could join them. He cautioned her to be wis? 
and prudent, and to do nothing se gkk 4 
While reading the letter, a great change ha® 
come over Maize’s sweet young face, and as st 
lifted her glowing, startled eyes to Noel, as 8” 
finished, he was struck with its grave palen&® 
—for Mr. Lacy Floyd’s confirmation was 
shock almost too heavy for her to endure, __ 
“What other proofs have you?” she askéeé 
erage her voice tremulous, even while 5 
oreed herself into bravely meeting all the i” 
of the enemy. é 
In that:same impressive silence, Noel laid Dé 
fore her the marriage certificate of Roy® 
Florimel and Gracieuse Noel, a copy of & 
registry of the birth of Sylvia, daughter 
Royal and Gracieuse Florimel. 
Maize looked at them carefully. , 
‘They may or may not be genuine,” she sal® 
coldly. ‘“*T will leave the proof to Mr. WJ 
man, 
Noel flushed again. 1 
“It is well to be cautious,” he returné 


quished without resistance—which will, ho¥ 
ever, be useless.” mn 

Other documents were shown her, which 5? 
patiently read. 

“Tt looks plain enough,” she said, fina 
‘‘ but; I am in no degree convinced of the meé 
and justice of the case. 1 it you have wa 
out a strong case, but I leave it to older # 
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er heads than mine to consider, Kither | 

half-sister, Miss Sylvia, is owner here, or I 

“M. When I am convinced of the justice of 

pur case, I will resign every thing to her. | 

“til that improbable,time—” 

ae interrupted her with a deprecatory ges- 
‘8, 

But we would not consent to despoil you, 

8s Florimel. Can there be no compromise 

~Tanged?” ' 

Maize arose as she answered: 

Let us defer further discussion until to- 

wetrow when Mr. Lyman and my cousin, Lacy, 

yl be here. Will you remain as the guest of | 

“8 house until that time?” 

w, ® accepted the invitation as gravely as it 


‘as piven. 
4 Thanks; I wil) remain.” 
Maize instantly summoned a servant, to whom 


1 am aware I must certainly appear in a 
tt obtrusive light to you, my dear Miss 
Crimel,”’ Noel said, as the servant withdrew. 
«know how much you have af stake—” 
= No, you do not; you can not know!” she in- 
ptupted, passionately. “It is not only that 
wy home is the most beautiful place in the 
“4 0%ld to me, that the servants are like dear old 
Giends, but there are a thousand associations, 
Wouane’ hopes and plans of which no stranger. 
~~ ream-— 
e° paused, brokenly, then’ walked up and 
* No with impulsive, nervous steps. 
“ ee * eyes followed her, keen admiration in 
AZO. 
ke y dear Miss Florimel, all this misery and 
» Uble need never be suffered. I have told 
*u, and I repeat it, unless you decline our 
whe res, a compromise may be effected by 
‘Rot h your plans may still go on, your hopes be 
sm blasted, just the same—” ; 
; abe held up asilencing hand, and continued 
ela quick, restless promenade, not so much as 
of peng at him. Had she seen the expression 
hay dark, handsome face, it would certainly 
the «8!Ven her no narrow hint of the nature of 
tion, Compromise” he had several times men- 
gn od, for her rare glowing beauty, her sweet 
aj_ited bearing, her pure, dainty girlishness had 
hour Y made an impression upon him, and, an 
“Mh from the time he had first seen Maize Flori- 
Bran Le was resolved to win her for his bride—a 
‘ oe compromise indeed. 
“hay, for his caution and prudence he would 
his 4, 71¢lded to the strong temptation to open 
; Sa ughts to her. . : c 
bimas, will come of itself in due time,” he said to 
8S he 4D a thrill of joy quivering through him 
Will he ked at her lovely. drooping bead. ‘‘It 
be tytve to come! She will never eonsent to 
“Maj, 2ed out, when, as my wife she may re- 
troke 2 undisturbed. rule. It will be a master- 
in the Of Policy on my part, and Sylvia’s share 
“SAS Blories will not diminish mine.” 
congo” minutes later a servant appeared to 
Ma t Mr. Noel to his room, and, left alone, 
hen’, Withdrow to her room, where, locking 
in, she sunk down on the floor beside an 


. 


i; the tears, so nobly restrained, rush- , 
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ing to her bonny brown eyes, her slender figure 


convulsed with awful despair. x 
‘¢T am afraid it is too true!” she wailed, pit- 


‘eously. ‘A half-sister—papa’s other child—the 
true heir, and I—L.a usurper! And’ penniless if 
itis true! And I have been so thankful for my 
_ riches because I could help Wilton, enrich — 


and buy back his dear old home for him! An 
now Iam poor as he is, unable to be of any 


| benefit to him, and we can never marry!” 


With a sudden little burst of sobs, she sprung 


to her feet, dashing the tears impetuously away. 


‘But I will fight the claim until fighting is 


useless! I will not gently accept ruin and deso-— - 


lation—mine and Wilton’s! And 1 wasso happy 
just now—the world was all so bright now.that 
was certain Wilton loved me!” 
And another fresh gush of tears, another 
storm of convulsive dismay, shook her likea 
cruel tempest tosses some fragile flower. 


CHAPTER II. 
ONE PERFECT HOUR, j 

WuHeEN Maize appeared in the parlor again, a 
half-hour before dinner-time, she found already 
there, as she bad expected to find, her friend 
and companion, Mrs. Weston, who had been 
resident governess at Silverdale until promoted 
to the position at present occupied. 

She was a refined, lovely lady, somewhat past 
middle age, with silvery hair, rich and laxuri- 


ant, brushed off her fair, pale face, and with 


eyes always placid and sweet, a low, gentle 
voice and perfect manner—a friend in whom 
the young mistress of Silverdale trusted impli- 
citly—a trust that had never been betrayed. 
ow, in her black: satin dress, with creamy 
laces at neck and wrists, tiny solitaires in her 


ears, Mrs. Weston made a charming picture as — 


she sat on the balcony just outside the parlor 
window, looking out on the sea shimmering and 
shining on the other side of the avenue, 
thronged with a gay, fashionable crowd prom- 
enading and driving. 

As Maize’s light footsteps sounded beside her, 
Mrs. Weston looked around, with a sunny’smila 
that instantly faded at sight of the wistful look 
in the young girl’s face, the brooding sorrow in 
the sunny brown eyes. 

‘My dear, what has happened to you ?”’ she 
asked, hastily. 

Maize’s mouth quivered, and she looked 
drearily out on the brilliant scene. 

““T have come to tell you. Something hag 


happened, Mrs. Wes:on—the strangest, stran- . 


gest thing. We have a guest who arrived two 
ours ago, and J.expect him to appear every 
moment, now.” 

‘A guest, Maize? A gentleman?” 2 

‘“'Yes, a gentleman, a stranger. His name is 
Claude Noel,” and then, with quivering mouth 
and shining eyes, Maize related the entire ex- 
traordinary statement, Mrs. Weston listening, 
shocked and startled, ; 

“7 will not believe in the man’s claims!” she 
said, with an impetuosity rare for her. ‘He is 
an impostor—of course he ig! It would be folly 
to doubt Mr. Floyd’s words, but. the letter pur- 
porting to be from him may have been forged} 


a 
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nd 


Tam Blad he and Mr. Lyman will be heré to- 


*+morrow.” 
_ While they were speaking, Mr. Claude Noel 


Cl entered the parlor, and “Maize presented him to 


_..Mrs. Weston, who, in the hour that she was 


“» with him, until after dinner, discovered his ar- 


dent admiration for the young girl. 

-* And now, if you will be good enough to ex- 
cuse me, I will take a twilight stroll through the 
garden,” he said, dinner being over. ‘“‘I ask 

_ po greater pleasure than to begin my acquaint- 
ance’ with my future home, my sister’s future 
possessions. Silverdale is a princely heritage, 
and its heirs the most favored of mortals.” 

He withdrew with an elaborate bow, lighted 
a cigar just outside the door, and walked lei- 
datehy away, followed by two pair of grave, 
troubled eyes. 

‘He has neither delicacy nor breeding,” Mrs. 
Weston remarked, bitterly. ‘‘ His open exulta- 
tion, just now, showed all his coarseness and 
smallness. I dislike him excessively.” 

*‘ And I feel, when he watches me, as though 
there were a toad orasnake near me. I feel 
almost afraid of him,” Maize returned, with a 
shudder, “I cannot speak of him without a shiver 
of loathing. Let us go fora drive, Mrs, Weston— 
let us go to Grandcourt. I must see Wilton and 
tell him all about it.” 

“My dear, I am afraid—” 

“<Tt would not be quite proper; I know what 
you mean, dear Mrs, Weston, but, I must go! 
{ cannot rest with this burden on my mind. 
Yes, I know I could send for him to come here, 
but I do not want him to meet thisman. We 
will go?” 

And as Mrs. Weston never had refused a re- 

uest of Maize’s, in her life, it came to pass 
that twenty minutes later, both ladies were 
riding along in an open barouche toward 
“«Grandcourt.” 

It was quite a drive from Silverdale, almost 
straight in from the sea, a large, old-fashioned 

lace, oe and picturesque, past which the 

ide of life and fashion flowed, never rac ok 
or leaving even an impression—a homestea 
where generations had been born, lived and 
died, never famous for wealth, but known wher- 
ever their name was heard for their culture, 
their charity, their nobility of character. 
Of all the Grandcourts who had been the 
head of the Grandcourt family, the present kin 


and occupant was Wilton Grandcourt, Maize | 


Florimel’s lover—not formally accepted lover— 
but whom shé knew loved her, aud whose pride 
alone forbade him to speak. 
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It was just dusk of the long late summer day | 


when the two ladies from Silverdale were 
shown into the parlor at Grandcourt, and be~ 
fore the servant had left the room to announce 
them to his master, Wilton Grandcourt himself 

-came through the hall, with quick, ringing 
tread, at sound of which Maize arose, her face 
all aglow, her eyes all alight, as he entered, 
greeting his guests warmly. 

He was a grand-looking young fellow, tall and 
straight, with noble features indicative of men- 
tal and moral strength, refinement and manli- 
ness. 

His face was handso 
mouth, and keen, bright eyes that softened into 
tenderness as he looked at Maize. 


~~ S. ‘> ” -y 


, with a firm, pleasant — 


Se — 


Almost at once Maize plunged into the obj 
of her venturing to Grandcourt, telling a 
Grandcourt as she had told Mrs, Weston the 
strange experience of the day, and frankly 
asking his advice and counsel. Lg 

As Maize herself and ase Mrs, Weston had — 
been, Mr. Grandcourt was shocked and horri- ; 
fied. asserting the impossibility of the case, and 
finally subsiding into Shah pea, when he 
learned of the letter Mr. Lac oyd had writ-— 
ten; and deciding, as both ladies had done, that 
the remarkable matter was safe in the hands o 
such friends and business men as Mr. Lyman 
wid thoy at tide byulaerada grossed 

s they sat side by side, deeply en in 
discussing the affair, Mrs. Went had quietly — 
risen and left them, going across the ‘hall to the — 
library, which Mr. Grandcourt had left upou 
his guests’ arrival, and where the lamp burned ~ 
mellowly and invitingly. : 

Left alone, the young people naturally drifted — 
into personalities on the subject, and Maiza 
freely and frankly expressed to him the dread- — 
ful sacrifice she felt it must be to give her home, ~ 
her expectations up; but telling him that, if go f 
she must, she would do it bravely. q 

While she was speaking, Mr. Grandcourt had _ 
left his seat beside her and walked several times g 
up and down the room, bis face pale and 
thougbtful, and then, suddenly, he paused in 
front of her. 

“Maize! Look up at me!” q 

His voice trembled as he spoke, and she lifted 
her drooping head to meet a glance from his — 
splendid eyes, to ‘seo an expression on his face — 
that thrilled her to her very soul. a 

‘*T have something to say to you, Maize,” he — 
went on. “1 have kept silent until now, be- — 
cause you were rich and I poor. But now, — 
when you are threatened with porerieean to 
mine, [ may speak; I may tell you, Maize, my — 
darling, that I love you, that I love you! Let © 
this threatened trouble drive you to me, dar- — 
fing! Let me be your protector, your husband, 
Maize, will you? Will you give yourself tome, — 
dear? Will you come to Grandcourt, my blessed _ 
wie when you leave Silverdale—if you leave — 
it? d 
_ His impassioned tones, eager, impetuous, sent ; 
a flood of happiness over the bonny face that — 
had again drooped beneath the fire in his eyes. — 
“Speak to me, dearest,” he pleaded. ‘Can : 
you love me—do you love me?” 

And as she shyly lifted her exquisite flushed 
face for one swift glance, he read in it all he 
wanted to read, and the next instant he was 
beside her, her hand in his, her dusky little 
head on his shoulder, his arm around her slen- 
der waist. 

And then, a second afterward, she started up, 
all blushes and confusion. 

“Will! Don’t kiss me again!” she whispered. 
You must not—” 

But another caress stolenoff her sweet mouth 
interrupted her reproof. 

“Do not be so aggravating, then, darling! 
Remember, the next time I see you may be in 
the presence of others, and I know Legit 
well how stately and cold you can be, for all” 
the warm, true heart under all. Iam inclined 
to make the most of my new privileges, little: 


Brn es il 


- SISTER AGAINST SISTER. v 


one / 2 
Wise haa surely do not think I would do other- 


het had allowed her to slip from his embrace, 
WarnoW she turned a flushed yet grave face to- 
&rd him, 
to Tam not sure I am doing right in promising 
‘ig Marry you, Wilton,” she said. ‘‘ You ought 
~ dave a rich wife—” 
bri ene so I shall!” he interrupted. ‘A bonny 
Iti ® rich in goodness, sweetness and beauty. 
# You who will be doing yourself an injus- 
a aize, but Iam too selfish, too happy, to 
bu Generous and give youup. We will be poor, 
ag Never uncomfortable, darling, and with you 
an the mistress of my house I can succeed in 
th Ything I undertake, I have large faith in 
“Myself, you see.” 
Aa So have I,” she returned, with a smile of 
Tose 02- ‘* But I may not come utterly penni- 
the Wilton. Mr. Noel speaks of a compromise; 
o. May mean to settle an income upon me, or 
Wilin’ me a share. But there is one thing, 
tha, ton, I have by no means made up my mind 
nat the new claim is just, or that t wiil have 
hapre up any thine. And if the man and bis 
tt “sister are impostors, and I am still undis- 
Yo ®d heiress of Silverdale, I will never release 
vou from your engagement tome. Mind!” 
lin And brand mea fortune-hunter? My dar- 
Se ny love, I would not give you up ‘for all 
. World, for ten thousand worlds! Silverdale 
are? Silverdale, impostors or no impostors, you 
ble Mine, my very own, forever, from this 
rn sed evening. And to-morrow when your 


| 


— 
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‘dian is at Silverdale, I shall drive over, | 


have something to say to him, and you 
y imagine what itis!” 5! ¥ 
thon then Mrs. Weston came leisurely toward 
Ome and then, shortly af erward, they went 
Maj aa all the clouds that had lowered over 
ing ®’s head seeming lifted, all her life reach- 
5, Out bright and beautiful be‘ore her. 
the w 18 worth the loss of everything else in 
rap orld to know I possess his fove,” she said, 
back in te? to herself, as she leaned quietly 
sky, © Carriage, looking up into the starry 


CHAPTER IV. 
CLAUDE NOEL’S COMPROMISE. 


Silvera following morning saw the arrival at 
Mr, dale, by agreement, of Maize’s guardian, 
honest her Lyman, an elderly gentleman, stern, 

Man truthful, uncompromising to a fault, a 
Telieg 08° honor and judgment were to be 
Lacy ren implicitly, and her relative, Mr. 
Sonage oyd, a small, insignificant-looking per- 
Peram? with quiet movements, an amiable tem- 
ardentn” gentle and mild in speech, who was 
and yp attached tohis charming young cousin, 
interoste had never failed to serve her best 


Maize wel : 

r comed the gentlemen gladly, was 
hep etted to Mr. Braddon, the lawyer whom 
turn: Srdian had brought with bim, and, in 

ant to hented. to Mr. Lyman the new claim- 
Breeteg ® estate, whom Mr. Floyd had already 


Weston seated herself at a distant win- 


dow, Noel somewhat apart from the group at 


the library table, Maize drawing her chair 
closely beside it, and then opening the ponder- 


ous-looking document, tied in red tape, which 
Claude Noel had deposited upon the table. 

Mr. Floyd made a little preliminary speech, 
stating that the question before them was to 
decide upon the legality or illegality of the 
claim before them. ; 

Then began a Jong, close study of the various 
papers by Mr. Lyman, Mr. Braddon and Mr. 
Floyd, while Maize looked on in grave silence 
and Claude Noel watched the gentlemen and 


the young girl with furtive, equal impartiality, 
the calmness of assured triumph in his quiet . 


demeanor. ; 

The weary examination of the papers over, 
Mr. Braddon dashed them down, and turned 
to Noel. : 

__ ‘The documents appear to be genuine, and, 
if genuine, they put the most serious as 
upon the business. I wish to ask you some 
questions, Mr. Noel, which I presume you can 
answer,” 

For half an hour or more, a perfect storm of 
questions followed, Noel answering promptly, 
correctly, convincingly. 

‘* And now I will question you, Mr. Floyd,” 


the lawyer went on, as he dismissed Noel from —— 


further speech. 

‘‘Oblige us by telling us all you know cons 
cerning this new claimant to Silverdale.” 

So, gravely, anxiously, Mr. Floyd related his 
unfortunate knowledge of the unfortunate ¢f- 
fair, assuring them of the great grief it was to 
him to be the means of visiting such a terrible 


| trial upon the young girl he loved as a daugh- 


ter. bes 
Thoughtful and perplexed, Mr. Lyman and 


Mr. Braddon listened to the long story. 

“*Tt looks clear as sah eh ” the lawyer said, 
as Mr. Floyd ended. ‘ 1 there is to do is to 
examine the originals of which these papers are 
copies, and see this Miss Sylvia Florimel as 
soon as the state of her health will permit. 
You say she is an invalid—a helpless invalid?” 
he asked of Noel. tfth 

‘She never leaves her room, sir, or she would 


‘have accompanied me, in place of giving me 
power of attorne 


” 
‘“*And then,” es Lyman said, slowly, *‘ we 


" will decide whether or not we go to law.” 
Maize arose from her chair, her face pale and — 


resolute. 


‘“‘ We will decide that here and now, gentle- : 


men,” she said, her voice ringing out clear and 
sweet and positive. 

“Tf you all agree to the justice of this new 
claim, if he is right in his demands, why shor 
time and money be wasted in resisting bim? 
Why should a scandal be created? oe is 
right, and if the property is not my own ido not 
want it, Make all the investigations you 


think best, but remember that if you, who de- 


sire my triumph, are already convinced of the 
merit of this person’s-claim, the same evidence 
will also convince strangers.” 

Her lovely brown eyes were flashing like 
diamonds as she spoke. ; 

“She is right,” Mr. Lyman said, gravely. 

‘“ Decidedly prudent and clear-headed, as she 
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. my wife, 


| proud youn 


always is,” Mr. Floyd added admiringly yet 


ravely. ‘The investigation propose 
But add to our convictien, and although I am 
deeply grieved for our poor little Maize, I am 
sure Mr, Noel means'to—” 


Noel interrupted him, stepping forward. _ 

“Permit me to speak for myself,” he said, 
bowing toward Maize, ‘I am perfectly aware 
what it niust cost Miss Florimel to relinquish 
what she has always valued and cherished as her 
own, and rather than be the means of making 
her suffer the loss of her heritage, I offer here 
and now a compromise. } : 

“A compromise!” Mr. Lyman exclaimed, in 


surprise. 
‘A compromise! Ab!” Mr. Braddon echoed 
the words in interested attention. 

“Yes,” Noel replied, a slight embarrassment 
in his manner. ‘I have no wild idea of split- 
ting theproperty—that would be most impos- 
sible and undesirable. What I have to say may 
seem altogether unprecedented, and I fear it 
should be said privately to Miss Florimel, but, 
as [stand alone among her friends, myself re- 
garded an enemy, I eannot be too honest- 
spokeri, Miss Florimel!” 

He turned toward her as he spoke her name, 
and she looked wonderingly at him. 

“‘ Miss Florimel,” he went on, ‘‘ you compre- 
hend that we have made good our claim to the 
property; that, a few formalities gone through, 
we take possession. It goes to my heart to 
realize how you must be deposed, be burled 
from princely wealtthto comparative poverty. 
I have known you |ut a few hours, but I know 
you to be good and noble and spirited as you 
are charming and beautiful. Miss Florimel, I 
ask you to give my sister a home here, and I 
ask you to remain the mistress of Silverdale as 
Miss Florimel, will you marry me?” 

His words created the most profound sensa- 
tion; every eye turned upon Maize, whose 
ace flushed, then grew white as 

marble, as she slowly arose from her chair, and 

looked at the stranger-claimant, a faint quiver 

on her lips, a look of clear, resolute light shin- 
‘ing in her brown eyes. 

‘Mr, Claude Noel,” she said, ‘‘I have to 
thank you for the honor you offer me, but I de- 
cline it. Iam not capable of marrying for a 
home, and if I were, I would not be your 
wife.” 

“ Maize!” Mr. Lyman said, sternly. 

«Well? And what is it you mean? Do you 
want me to marry a man I had never seen un- 
til yesterday?” 

She turned proudly toward her guardian as 
she spoke. 5 

“But do not be so hasty in your decision,” 
he answered. ‘Mr. Noel has shown @ generos- 
ity and kindliness that demands you take time 
for consideration.” : 
~ Mr, Braddon stroked his long gray whiskers 
reflectively. 5 

_‘& marriage would be a handsome settle- 
ment of the case, Miss Florimel,” he ventured, 
respectfully. 

“T-fear I have been too abrupt—pray take 


_ time—your own time for consideration, my dear 


Miss Florimel.” Noel came astep nearer Maize 
as he spoke. | 


. 
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will | swered, impetuously. 


' arrangements,” 


_ - 


al 


“T need no time: not a moment,” she ati- 
“A year—ten years— 
hence my answer would be as it is now.’ 


In a gentle, fatherly way Mr. Floyd reasoned _ 
‘with her, picturing ber future if she left her 
In a grave, brief argument Mr. Lyman 


home. 
placed the case before her, but in vain, telling 
her he was not in a position to do anything for 
her, much as he would wish to do so. 

‘*T will not be dependent on your charity,” 
Maize flashed. ‘I am young and strong, and I 
shall never starve,” 

‘“No, Maize will not come to want, even 
though she persist in ber obstinacy and deliber- 
ately put herself out of house and home,” Mr. 
Floyd said, with grave kindliness. ‘‘I will take 
her with me, and I am sure she will not refuse 
the offer of a kinsman’s home.” 

Noel came forward again. 

“Will not Miss Florimel take time for reflec- 
tion? Or am I to consider myself rejected?’ 

sna haughty dark head went up in cold 
pride. 

‘““You have my answer. You have little 
manly pride to persist in your proposals after 
my unqualified refusal.” 

His face flushed, and there came a: strange 
gleam. in his eyes as they met hers. 

“Very well, Miss Florimel. It must be so, 
then, and the gist of the unqualified refusal is, 


I presume, the fact that you have already be- - 


stowed your affections upon the handsome beg- 
gar called Wilton Grandcourt?”’ 

A lightning blaze flashed from the bright 
brown eyes. 

* And if so, sir, what then?’ 

Mr. Floyd uttered an exclamation of horrified 
surprise. 

‘““My dear girl! You do not mean—” 

‘‘ She does not mean that she wishes her name 
associated with that of young Grandcourt. Miss 
Florimel has the proper pride of a young lady, 
Mr. Floyd, and no young lady would wish the 
world to suppose she was interested in a young 
man known to be not a marrying man.” 

Mr. Lyman’s words dropped like little hail- 
drops, and waiting with ominous patience until 
he was done speaking, Maize stood with proud, 
upcrested head. 

“Be careful how you speak of Mr. Wilton 
Grandcourt in my presence, Mr. Lyman!” she 
said, warmly. ‘‘ He is my betrothed husband.” 

Noel uttered an incredulous, amazed exclama- 
tion, and Mr. Floyd turned absolutely livid. 

** Maize! Maize! You donot mean to tell us 
you are engaged—engaged—to that poverty- 
ridden man?’ 


Her face quivered, for the signs of his grief — 


hurt her, stanch though she was to her lover. 
‘We will not continue this interview fur- 
ther,” she said, after a moment, ‘‘I have said 


my say, and all I ask is to be left at Silverdale 


in undisturbed possession while the investiga- 
tions are being made. Give mea fortnight to 
myself, then come to me with the results of 


your task. If your present opinions are con-— 
elay leave the 


firmed, I will then without 
place with my personal effects.” 


‘‘ Miss Florimel’s request is just,” Noel said. | 


‘“T will leave Silverdale at once, and two 
weeks from to-day I will be here to make 
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So the momentous interview ended, 

Claude Noel at once took his leave, watched 
by Mr. Lyman and Mr. Floyd, as he walked 
briskly dowia to the carriage in waiting. 

“A handsome fellow,” Mr. Lyman remarked, 
approvingly. 

“Yes, and d@ fine fellow. What a pity Maize 
will not accept him.” 

“She will accept him—she must accept him!” 

. Lyman declared, resolutely. ‘‘She must 
not be allowed to throw away her whole future 
for a mere childish caprice. Why, that fellow 
Grandcourt is not only poor as a church mouse, 
but is over head and ears in debt; it is well un- 
derstood he can’t marry, for what has he to 
Support a wife on? Maize must be made to see 
it. She must marry this Noel.” 

“Yes,” repeated Lacy oyd, softly, Maize 
must be made to marry him.” 

And it suddenly oceurred to Mr. Lyman, by 
some strange intuition, that under all Lacy 
Floyd’s mild gentleness was an indomitable will 
that was almost fierce in its tigerish strength. 


CHAPTER V. 
FATED TO BE. 


THE agro of the young mistress of Silver- 
dale, after the departure of Claude Noel and 
Mr. Braddon, remained together several hours 
In close conversation, both of them equally 
convinced of the justice of the new claim, 
equally united in considering M :ize’s engage- 
Ment to Wilton Grandcourt a folly, from the 
consummation of which she must be rescued at 
whatever cost, and equally agreed that her” 
Iarriage to Claude Noel was so desirable that 
they resolved to use not only their influence 
but their authority toward furthering the al- 
lance, 

Every moment of their stay Maize bad been 
looking for Mr. Grandcourt’s appearance, ac- 
cording to his expectation, but it was a decided 
relief to her that he did not come, detained un- 
Aavoidably as she had full faith to believe, and 
‘nowing, as she had not known before, the hos- 
tility her guardians felt toward bim. 

The two gentlemen remained to luneheon, and 
Shortly afterward departed, assuring Maize she 
Should be left in undisturbed peace during the 
Coming two weeks, and begging her to give se- 
Tious reflection to the pro Mr. Noel had 
Made, despite her ultimatum. 
woravely, yet with willful imperiousness, 


he Obnoxious subject the benefit of one min- 
Ute’s thought, and then the gentlemen went 
they? and the momentous two weeks began, 
the ays drifting not unpleasantly by, for with 
6 young girl’s heavy load of care and anx- 
iety, each ay brought its blessed share of 
5Weetness and joy in the visits of her lover. 
ut even those two weeks could not. last for- 
er, and.one cool crisp day, almost at the very 


lose of September, brought the appointed time | 


‘When Claude Noel should depose her, or be for- 
“Ver silenced. 5 

mel was one of earth’s most pres days, 
ms low and perfect, and Maize had thrown open 
‘*Yery window and door to the glad sunshine 
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aize had assured them she should never give | 


and salty sea breeze—making the‘house wear & 
| gala appearance which should not betray to the 
' rival claimant when he eame the deathly sacri- 
| fice its fair young mistress would pay if she 
rust leave it, 

She had dressed herself in almost splendor, 

asif for a grand triumph, and she ed like 
some blue-blooded. yonne euchers in her trained 
prineesse dress of black velvet, that seemed 
molded to her slender, rounded figure, with a 
superb diamond cross flashing on her bosom, 
solitaires in her tiny, close-set ears and on her 
white wrists, Her lovely, shining bair was 
piled high on her haughhy little head, and a 
slender, golden dagger with a diamond-set hilt 
held the massive, dusky coil in place, below 
which, on her white forehead, was a charming 
little half-waving fringe. 

She had gone down into the parlors alone, just 
before the expected arrival of the train that was 
| to bring her guvsts, and while there, looking 
with grave, resolute eyes om the dancing sea, 
she-heard the sounds of arrival, and inamo- ~ 
ment Lacy Floyd entered the room alone, com- 
Ag SER forward and kissing her ten- 

erly. 

‘My poor little dear,” he said. ‘‘Iexpected 
to find you broken down and utterly dismayed, 
but you look like a young queea—a young lion- 
ess, almost. It cannot be possible you are ex- 
pecting to come off victorious?” 

A sudden glow rushed to her cheeks, 

“JT mean that Mr. Claude Noel shall never 
know what his victory costs me,” she re ? 
steadfastly. ‘‘These diamonds are not the 
Florimel diamonds, they were my m@her’s, and 
no one can take them from me; I have a right 
to wear them at the most crushing defeat. Is 
Mr. Lyman here, Lacy?” : 

“We are all here, Maize, and I came in ad- 
vance to tell you to prepare forthe worst. The 
evidence is so plain that,it will be felly to goto 
law, but it is to be as you decide. Remember, 
my dear, that, if it comes to leaving Silverdale, 
my heart and bome, humble though they be, are 
open to you. Come, my dear, we will go to the 
library. 

He gave her his arm and escorted her to the 
library, where she was warmly. greeted by Mr. 
Lyman, who looked grave and troubled, and 
by Mr. Braddon who was also sorrowful and 
| thoughtful in manner, while Claude Noel came 
forward with an exultant smile, bearing him 
self with the air of a host—as indeed he fe:t 
air am inest detighted to ee you again, my 

am most delig ; mm 
| dear Miss Florimel,” he said lightly. “Your 
care has touched you very gently.” 

He extended his hand, but a look of aversion 
in the bright brown eyes that accompanied the 
mere Hos of her fingers she granted him, ‘oa 
, him how hopeless his suit was regarded. 

“T have a little surprise for you,” Noel went 
on, hiding well his chagrin at his reception. 
“Under the advice and by the assistance of her 

hysicians, I have had my sister, Miss se 

orimel, cegerayet to Silverdale, She will be 

most pleased to be presented. Sylvia, my dear, 

this is Miss Maize, your younger sister; “— 
iss Sylvia Florimel, 


Maize Florimel, 
: heiress of Silverdale,” 


— 
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In amazement, Maize turned toward the sofa, | 


a little in the background, and saw the young 
‘lady, the original of thé photograph Noel had 
‘shown her. She was dressed fashionably and 
‘elegantly, and only from the circumstance of 
the affghan covering her from her waist as she 
‘sat there, was Maize reminded of her incurable 
‘invalidism, her hopeless lameness. 

As Noel spoke, Sylvia extended her hand, a 
little gleam of exultation in her bright eyes. 

‘¢-You will shake hands, lam sure? It seems 
so strange to think you, too, are papa’s daugh- 
ter. Iam glad to see you, my dear!” 


As she drew Maize near her, and imprinted a | 


kiss on her hand, the young girl felt an involun- 
tary recoil of horror, as though a serpent had 
touched her. , 

“And now to business,” Mr. Floyd said, 
giving Maize a chair, and then, the final reports 
were made by lawyer Braddon, the genuineness 
‘of the documents attested to by Mr. Lyman, 
“who had personally investigated them, and 
additional light and evidence gained by the 
‘weight of Sylvia Florimel’s testimony, which 
‘she gave-with a direct truthfulness that satisfied 
“even” Maize, who, the whole case thus laid 
before her, arose from her chair, pale as 
marble. 

“T have just one question to ask,” she said. 
“Mr, Lyman, do you believe this rival claimant 
to Silverdale to be the rightful owner?” 

“T do,” he returned, reluctan‘siy, solemnly, 

“* And you, Mr. Braddon?” 

“*T regret to say, I do,” he answered, gravely. 

ag ‘And you, Lacy?” she said, locking at her 
cousin with steady, piercing, appealing gaze, 
**do you believe this young lady to be the law- 
ful heiress to Silverdale?” 

For a second, an instant, Lacy Floyd flushed 
under her gaze, then be answered, solemnly, 
earnestly: 

’ “TT do! It is hard for me to say i*, Maize, 
‘but I believe Sylvia Florimel is the legal owner 
of Silverdale!” 

And then, not a quiver on her lips, not a 
shiver on her straight young figure, 
‘her proud little head well u 


ment approves your decision.” 
Then, a swift little look of dreariness unut- 


hesitated a second, and then went on: 
_ “And now but one question remains to be 
answered. What is to become of me?” 
Sylvia Florimel raised her dainty little gloved 
hand, authoritatively. 
' “ Ag Miss Maize’s nearest relative, I beg to 
be allowed to demand that she be left where 
she is. My heart is touched for her; let hi r re- 
main at Silverdale, I beg. Her position need 
e slightly changed; 1 entreat that she re- 
in 


Mr. Lyman looked pleased at the young Jady’s | 


es and he bowed with more warmth 
ban usually characterized him. 

* “This is most noble, most kind, Miss Flori- 
“mel, and as Miss Maize’s guardian I thank you 
‘and cordially consent to a most suitable ar- 
‘rangement.”. 4 

*" “ And although I should have been overjoyed 


| a marriage. 
| ever consent to anything so rash. Our duty . 


aize held | 


; ‘Then the case is settled! I have all confi- 
_ ‘dence in the opinions expressed, and my judg- 


' ahead, and her aid, Lottie, whom Lacy Floyd 
_had told to accompany her, flushed and tear- 


=. 
—— 


to receive my cousin to my bachelor establish- 
ment, I yield to the better plan and also thank 
you, Miss Florimel, and accept on Miss Maize’s 
behalf.” 

Maize listened quietly, and then, with a little 
ominous flash in her eyes, a look of stormy im- 
patience gathering on her face, she looked from 
one guardian to the other. - 3 

“T beg to be allowed a voice in the matter of 
my own disposal, and I utterly decline to_ re 
main at Silverdale. It has already ceased to 
be my home, Since these people have entered - 
it, [leave it.” : 

“But, what will you do?” Mr. Lyman asked. 
“You don’t mean to marry that bankrupt 
Grandcourt?” . 

Maize’s eyes glanced darkly. 

“Not yet,” she returned, spiritedly. “TI 
would do so to-morrow, could I go to him as 
the heiress of Silverdale, but I will be an in- 
cumbrance to no man. He will wait for me, — 
and I will wait for him—although I will tell 
you he has urged me to an immediate mar- 
riage.” 

“Tt is out of the question, Maize, entirel 
out of the question that you ever contract such — 

Neither of your guardians would — 


to you, our promise to 
would prevent our consent. | 
‘« Most positively,” Mr. Lyman added, 
“T can earn my own living. I can bea 
teacher, anything rather than remain here — 
among people whom I despise.” , 
Her face now flushed with mutinous scorn, 
and Claude Noel, writhing under it, yet felt. 
every pulse leap with admiration and momen- 
tarily increasing passion for her. 
“Then, you will return with me,” Lacy 
Floyd said, ‘I will do my best to make you 


sa ae | 
h! If she had but known! . 
“It was the only refuge offered her, and ~ 
Maize accepted it with gratitude, immediately 
withdrawing, going to Mrs. Weston and at y 
once making her preparations for departure. 

Over the pitiful heartsickness of the ten 
hours that intervened between the time of 


your dead parents 


Maize’s departure from the house of her birth, 


ad a a gh curtain ay hiding the. tears, the 
| farewells, t artings, the grief that was more ~ 
terable shadowed her beautiful eyes, as she Ot aot oh rit 


bitter than death, but mercifully brief. 
And the carriage drove away with Maiav’s 
marble - pale, tearless face locking straight 


ful. 

White, sitting eagerly beside the window, on 
the scfa Claude had wheeled up, Sylvia 
Florimel heaved a long sigh of exultation, as 
the carriage and the cart bearing the trunks 
passed out of sight. 

“She is gone, bag and baggage! This is aS — 
it should be—you and I in unjJisturbed posses- 
sion at last. CallIsabel; I want myself made 
eomfortable, and at home, and then, I wish the 
servants summoned, and ourselves presented to 
them, Let us lose no time, Claude. Ring for 
my maid.” ; 

“In one moment,” he answered, ‘ How 
grandly she took it, didn’t she? How royally 


ia 


—.. 


Survey of h 


“With its lace ruffle 


i = 


shall never rest until [ havemade her my wife! 
love her—proud little beauty, and I will bring 
her here again as my wife almost before she 
knows it. She little dreams of the snares I 
have set for her, or that the strength she leans 
Most upon will fail her in her time of need! 
Dll give her a month, and when I go to ask her 
again to marry me she’ll fall into my arms!” 


And as he rung for Isabel, he smiled ex- 


tly. 


CHAPTER VI. 
WHAT DID HE MEAN? 
. Tue journey from Silverdale to Mr. Floyd’s 
bachelor establishment in a quiet, semi-fashion- 
able street in New York city..was accomplished 


' Promptly and quietly, Mr. Floyd’s attentions 


and little unobtrusive kindnesses going a great 


. Way in Maizo’s homesickness and horrible deso- 


lateness, 

It was between four and five o’clock of the 
September afternoon, which, as ifin sympathy 
With the cloud of misfortune that had a eaued 

® young girl’s life, had turned cold and raw 
and gray, that Maize, and her maid and Mr. 
Floyd alighted at the door of the house hence- 
forth to be her home—a renewed senso ef utter 

Omesick desolation assailing her, but which 
she determinedly repressed, so far as speech and 
tanner went, as, taking Mr. Floyd’s arm, and 


followed by Lottie with the band sachel, she | 


ascended the steps and entered the door, where, 
ust inside, they were met by Mr. Floyd’s 
: pusekeeper, a middle-aged, disagreeable faced, 
; arp-eyed woman, who looked with suspicious, 
nfriendly glances at the new-comer, and for 
om, in turn, Maize conceived an instinctive 
Fepulsion and aversion. 
It is Mrs. Duncan, my- housekeeper,” Mr. 
oyd explained. 
Flori ts. Duncan, this is my cousin, Miss Maize 
ea nel come to remain indefinitely witb us, 
of whom I wish you to regard as the mistress 
the establishment. Her wishes and tastes 
Te to be consulted in every particular.” 
S plainly as Though Mrs. Duncan had said 
80, Maize knew she resented the rule of a mis- 


_ . tress, where she had so Jong reigned supreme, 


ut she merely bowed. in silent sullenness and 

Conducted Maize to-her room, throwing open 

® door ungraciously, and returning below 

, with the announcement that ‘‘ supper” 

ee be ready. when the bell rung at six 
0 


Left alone with her maid, Maize took a critical 
er room, a large, pleasant apart- 
ment, even at that dull hourof a dullday, Its 
ree windows faced the west, and looked out 
Upon a row of similar windows on the opposite 
Side of the street. It was furnished as a sort 
. Parlor, with a new Brussels carpet, lace 
pindow drapery over the white linen shades, 
» aw fasy-cha r, a little damask Spanish lounge, 
_ 20 upright piano, a few good artists’ proofs and 


- Some new books and. music. 


Tact the large alcove at one side, draped off by 
% bee curtains, was the walnut, marble-topped 
room _ suit, very pure and dainty looking 
OVerlet, and the cut glass and gilt ornaments 


% 
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- She bore her downfall! I tell you, Sylvia,‘I 


square pillows, and white | 


“1 


on the dressing-case—a room that looked like a 
young girl’s room. ; 
“Té seems as though everything had been 
prepared expressly for my coming, Lottie,” 
Maize said, as she sunk wearily in the cosey chair 
the maid wheeled forward for her, her wraps 
laid aside, ‘‘ My cousin Lacy must-have known 
1 would never remain at Silverdale with those 
people. He has furnished this pretty room for 
me during the two weeks between his visits.” 
Which was indeed the case. Lottie busied 


herself in laying out a toilette for her young — 
mistress and, resolutely ‘dismissing her cares, . 


Maize dressed in a simple, elegant house dress of 
black silk, wearing black Spanish lace at her 
neck, with Roman gold ornaments that were 
particularly becoming to her. 

At quater to six she went down into the par= 
lor, where Mr. Floyd was evidently awaiting 
her, and who, the moment Maize saw him, im- 
pressed her, to her inward surprise, as having 
to make a visible effort to conceal some secret 
and wonderful exultation, rR 

He made a gentle, deprecatory little speech 
of apology for the great contrast between her 
old home and her new, and bade her a warm 
hearty welcome to all he had in the world, to 
which Maize said a word, gravely, with a faint 
smile she forced to her lips, and then the new 
life began, when a moment later, ih response to 
the ringing of the *‘ supper” bell, Maize was es- 
corted to the dining-room, and shown her place 
at the table as mistress of the house. The fol- 
lowing days were devoid of special interest.. Mr. 
Lyman ¢alled upon her before he Jeft the city, 
urging ner to reconsider Claude Noel’s offer, 
and departed lamenting the obstinacy of which 
the weaker sex was capable, tk 

Resolutely cultivating a bright, hopeful spirit, 
Maizo settled easily into her new position, She 
wrote letters to her lover and to Mrs. Weston. 
She had her daily walk, and several pleasant 
drives with Mr. Floyd. She had her music, her 
painting, some sewing, and between her duties 
and reereation the time passed not.as drearily 
as she had dreaded. , j 

And so, two or three weeks drifted by, until 
a day came that brought a change over the 
spirit of ber dream-—a day well into October, — 
late in the afternoon, upon her return irom de- | 

siting a letter to Mr. Grandecourt in a letter- 

ox in the neighborhood. She had Jet herself 
in with a latch-key and, after taking off her 
sacque and hat in her own room had gone down 
into the parlor, which in the on-gathering twi- 
light was full of weird shadows. For a few min- 
utes, Maize remained there, her eyes full of 
thoughtful gravily as she stood gazing out in 
the fast darkening street; then, remembering a — 
book she wished from the the library, she went 
into that room, which adjoined ibe" DaB) aE 
ing separated by sliding, ground glass d 
which now were slightly ajar. She knew w 
to lay her hand on tbe book, so did not light the 

as, and had secured it and was about return- 
ing through the parlor when she heard some one 
entering the street door, then Floyd’s voice 
speaking, and then—Claude Noel's! ; 

“ Step right into the library,” Mr. Floyd said. 
briskly. ‘‘One moment first, however, until if 
make sure no one is there,” iT 


fe .— 


ee 


gave you the letters to mail?” 
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He struck a match, and applied it to the chan- 

delier, while, in a sudden panic of terror lest 
she be compelled to come face to face with | 
her successful rival, Maize looked wildly around | 
for some way of escape. But there was none, 
except through the parlor, in which the two 
men stood, and, without stopping to reason, sbe 
flew to the window of the library—an old-fash- | 
ioned, deep-set window, before which heavy 
damask drapery hung—and-concealed herself 
behind it, drawing the curtains together before 
er making for herself a,most secure hiding- , 
place. 

The movement was scarcely accomplished, 
when the sliding glass doors between parlor | 
and library were opened, and Mr. Floyd entered | 
the library, followed by Claude Noel. 

‘Ips allright,” Mr. Floyd said, pusbing an | 
easy-chair forward to his guest. “I thought no | 
one was here at this time of day, but it was best | 
to make sure. I'll just turn the key in the | 
parlor door, and we’il be as secure from intru- | 
sion as though we were in a desert.” 

Noel took the proffered seat. He was not 
looking quite the same since he had taken 
possession of Silverdale. His manner and bear- 
ing were haughty and supercilious, the light in 
his eyes bolder and more insolent, and in 
many ways he betrayed the fact that bis 


‘remarkable change of fortune did not agree 


with him. 

As he seated himself, he leaned lazily back, 
stroking his heavy mustache. 

‘+ Well, how is everything? How’s the girl?” 
he asked, familiarly. 


“Tn her usual perfect health. Just now, she’s 
out for exercise. Sheis patient and cheerful and 
brave under the shadow in which she must 
walk. I declare, my heart aches for her some- 
times.” 

“Stuff and nonsense. Don’t attempt any of 
your pussy-cat gush on me, Lacy! I know you 
too well,” 

- Floyd laughed, manifesting not the slightest 
displeasure at the familiar insolence of his 
guest, and Maize was startled and amazed, for 


- jn her estimation, Lacy Floyd was one of the 


truest, kindest, gentlest of beings. 

*“*T must not remain here an eavesdropper,” 
she told herself, in an eager, wild way, for to 
listen to a conversation not meant for her was 
abhorrent to her upright, honorable nature, Yet, 
she had no way of escape, but to boldly 
declare her presence, and she had almost 
resolved to do it, when Mr. Floyd spoke again: 

“As 1 said, Maizo is cheerful and patient, and 
bright, despite the discouraging circumstances. 
T attribute much of it to her disposition, and 
not a little to the consolation she finds in writ- 
ing to Grandcourt. She has written twice 
since she has been here, but has received no 
oel interrupted with a laugh. 
“Indeed! How wonderfull I suppose she | 


“Yes, she knows of my disapproval of the en- 


“ gagement between them, but she confided in 


my honor, avd writes him openly—something I 
did not consider it worth while to forbid.” 


Noel laughed again, | 
“You're a genius, Lacy! You take the 


$$ 


letters and drop them in the fire instead of the — 


letter-box, and save all annoyance.” 

Floyd shrugged his shoulders, 

““Oh, well, if you putit that way! As Maize’s 
guardian, I take the liberty of opening and 
reading her letters. They did not meet my ap- 
proval, ‘consequently I suppressed them.” 

“And, I suppose, you also, as a matter of 
gi sie ase uty, suppressed Grandcourt’s to 
her. 

“Exactly. The lazy beggar must have noth- 
ing to do but write, as I have four in my pos- 
session he has sent ber since she’s been here.” 

Tn her hiding-place Maize crouched, trembling 
and shocked. he unexpected treachery she 
had discovered that her cousin, her trusted 
guardian, her devoted friend, was in reality 
base and faJse, was more an overwhelming 
shock to her than the amazing deception she 
learned he had practiced. : 

“But don’t overdo the thing, Lacy,” Noel 
suggested, reflectively. ‘If Grandcourt don’t 
hear from her pretty soon, he- will suspect some- 
thing and come to the scene. Imitate the girl’s 
handwriting—I know your ability in that line 
—and bluff him off. And now to my special 
business in hand, Lacy. As I intimated, I have 
come to renew my offer of marriage to Miss 
Florimel. I love her distractedly, and I mean 
to lose no time in winning her. I would like 
to take her back with me to. Silverdale as my 
bride.” 

‘“ Which means you intend to spend a little 
time in the city. Very well. It is important 
that you should marry Maize, and the sooner 
the better, for once her husband, you can defy 
fate or accident. The marriage is a most 
necessary point in the battle we are waging. 
Then you will be safe.” 

“Safe! But am I not safe now?” Noel de- 
manded, in an eager, startled tone cf voice. 

‘Not so safe but that some possible accident 
might hurl you and Sylvia back into your ori- 

inal obscurity. You need not question me, 

aude, for I shall not explain. Enough that t 
know just where a possible danger threatens 
you, just the one weak nt in the armor, 
which, understand me, if Maize knew, if Asher — 
Lyman suspected, would place Maize back in 
her old position at Silverdale to-morrow, and 
you and Sylvia whore you were. I am the only 
man in the world who has the power of injuring 
you, but you are safe with me, I would rather 
die than betray you!” 

Noel looked incredulously in Floyd’s face, but 
the incredulity changed into conviction that 
indeed Lacy Floyd was in possession of a secret 
which, if known, would ruthlessly sweep him 
from his new position; and as the conviction ~ 
deepened and laid hold upon him, a cold sweat 
broke out upon his forehead. 

While Maize, too, fay comprehended. the 
full force of every syllable Lacy Floyd had 
re and.a cold, agonized trembling seized 

er, 

‘There isa flaw in that woman’s claims .to 
Silverdale, and he, my cousin, my guardian, 
my friend, knew it, and knowing, he deliber- 
ately befriends tbe usurper and defrauds the — 
orphan girl intrusted to his care! There is 
surely some terrible secret here!” 
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A silence fell between the two men, and final- 
as though 
io digest aka 


t he had already said, Mr, Floyd 
Continued: - ; a 


“What my motives were and are, in for- | 


warding your claims, I decline to tell you, but 
this one’ thing you know—I am your best 
friend, Claude Noel. [I have made your and 
Ylvia’s way to riches and position an easy one; 
ave connived at a frau 
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which renders the | 


rightful heiress—mark me!—the rightful heir-_ 


®ss—penniless, for the sake of installing your 
Sister in her place. But I mean to restoremuch 
of that of which I have defrauded her, so you 
See Tam not so bad as you may think, By ar- 
Tangement with Sylvia, Silverdale -is largely 
Your own, and through you, Silverdale must 
turn to Maize. She shall become your wife, 
have to force her into it. I will be so far 
Just, that I will break her heart in order to 
Snape! her to be mistress of her own again! 
16 will find my will adamant.” 
y I see her this evening?’ Noel asked, 
‘er a few moments’ impressive silence, 
If she has come in—at once, Be gallant 
8nd chivalrous and devoted, Claude; women 
8 such men, and it is in your power to make 
Yourself a hero in Maize’s eyes. ‘You are 
» young, bandsome—good reasons for your 
Meeting with success. I will call her at once.” 
a nd as be moved toward the door, Maize 
ung aside the sweeping drapery and stepped 
-Orth, her face glowing, her shiny eyes glanc- 
from one to the other, of the utterly hor- 
ge countenances before her. 
bh ou need not call me, Mr. Floyd! I am 
Sten. I have overheard every word of your 
ane Now, what have you to say to 


CHAPTER VII. . 

_ WAR TO THE KNIFE, 

ad Maize’s ringing, scornful voice sounded 
Pon their ears, and she made her totally un- 

coeeted appearance before them, the utter 
asternation of her guardian and her visitor 
N well be imagined. , 


biguaude Noel sprung to his feet, uttering a 


r oath, while Lacy Floyd, pale as the dead, 
at not move a muscle of his body, as he looked 
‘ana , in absolute anguish, terror and dread. 
of 
Bilence, 
Clasp a 
Voie 


them, passed in that momentous, awful 
and then, Floyd’s thin hands began to 
nd unclasp nervously, and he found 
to speak—a poor, pitiful, quavering voice. 


ou, you—have been in the room all the | 


ae,all the time, Maize?” 

the time,” she answered, drearily. ‘I 
hay. ®very word that has been said, how you 
and nie ercepted my letters to Mr. Grandcourt, 
Rene 8 to ore. I thought you so noble and 
y “Sewer and good, Lacy, I loved and trusted 


and ; er sweet, sensitive mouth 
Py Jot of infinite pain paled her 


Ushing 


plage te 
ace, and 


blow had been dealt bim. 


- @ach SO a minute, so long it seemed an hour to | 


tears filled and overflowed her grieved | 


yd turned away bis eyes as though a 
| ceasing resistange, 


*T know, now, that I should have contested | 


he had meant to give Noel time | this man’s sister’s claim to Silverdale,” Maize 


went on, the emotion leaving her voice, ‘1 
know that Mr. Lyman, Mr, Braddon, even. 
have been misled by you, Lacy—but it is not 
an irreparable error. I shall leave this house 
to-night, and travel as fast as steam can take 
me to Mr. Lyman’s home, tell him what I have 
overheard and immediately return to Silver- 
dale, as its rightful mistress. Justice shall be 
done, and my grandfather’s and father’s inheri- 
tance shall not go to one who has no right to it.” 

On her proud, resolute face was a look of stern 
sadness terrible to seo -in a young girl, and 
Claude Noel, in a wild alarm, rung out like a 
call to battle, in a! Floyd’s anguishéd ears: 

‘‘Do you mean to let her ruin us?” 

His miki, gentle face. looking years older, 
haggard and wan, Floyd turned beseechingl 
to the young girl, striving to command nimecl? 

“You do not know what you say,” he plead- 
ed. ‘You cannot prove a syllable of your as- 
sertions; I shall deny them, in tote; my repu- 
tation as an honorable and truthful man being 
too well established to be assailed successfully. 
No one will believe you—” . 

“T do not seek to oe ee your treachery, but 
to regain my rights,” Maize interrupted, with a 
flash of contempt in her eyes. ‘“ the question 
I shall instruct Mr. Lyman to submit to a jury 
will be—who is the owner of Silverdale?” 

Noel uttered an exclamation of renewed 
alarm, while, seeming to have suddenly gained 
possession of all his habitual caution and self- 
command, Mr. Floyd quietly arose from his 
chair, closed the library door, locked it and put 
the key in his pocket, a look of desperation 
gleaming in his eyes, a stern, rigid expression 
hardening his face. ; 

“Do you mean to threaten us, Maize? Is 
there to be war between us?” 

She returned his look with brown eyes spark- 
ling with resolve. 

‘*J mean to recover my stolen inheritance,” 
she replied, coldly. “Step aside, Lacy Floyd! 
I desire to pass through the doorway.” 

‘That, you can not do,” he returned, prompt- 
ly. ‘You do not leave this room until we 
come at a definite settlement of this affair. I 
will make you a proposition: that, since mat- 
ters have been forced to an issue, you give 1ae 

our word of honor that you will marry Claude 

Fy Sa thus—” . 

“‘ Never!” she interrupted, with impetuous 
passion. ‘‘ Not if I am locked in here a prisoner 
on bread-and-water until the day of my death. 
I will arouse the servants; you must not think 
you can intimidate me thus. - 

She stepped swiftly toward the little blue- 
and-gold tassel on tho. other side of the room 
but Noel was before her, and had cut the cor 
far beyond her reach. -” 

With a smile of scorn, she turned back to tHe” 
window in which she had been concealed; a 
second thought reminded her escape thence was 
impossible, even bad the shutters not been 
closed, for it opened over the kitchon-area, ten 
or fifteen feet below, around which was a 
sharp-spiked iron railing. _ 

Quick as a flash, she realized the wisdom of 
She was a prisoner indeed, ~ 


vA 
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and she accepted the position with a grace that ance, you will be sens’ble to open that door and — 


thrilled every pulse of Claude Noel’s frame. 

“T yield to your superior strength,” she said, 
with an imperious little bow. -‘t Now, havin 
achieved such a brilliant victory, what, may 
pf do you intend to do next?” 

Floyd had, in regaining his self-command, 


cast aside all regret, weakness and indecision, 


feeling that as immense interests were at stake 

he must rise to the occasion, and as Claude Noe 

watched his pale, determined, relentless face, 

he began to feel he wasin hands he might safely 
. 


“*My intention is readily told,” Floyd re- 
turned, with a peculiar, strengthful quiet. ‘‘I 
imtend to obtain your promise to marry Claude 
Noel.” 

She looked gravel 

“You certainly know me better than this, 
Lacy,” she returned. “TI am not afraid of you, 
or this man, ani I have no cowardice to which 
your importunities or threats can appeal.” 

Nor did persuasion or threats avail, both of 
which Lacy Floyd faithfully tried. aize was 
obliged to listen, perforce, but she was not in 


at him. 


. the faintest degree to be coerced or driven. 


An hour passed thus, and Claude Noel grew 
freshly alarmed at Maize’s unassailable positive- 
ness, while, always angered by opposition, 
Lacy Floyd grew hardened and relentless. 

“What are we to do?” Noel asked, impatient- 
ly, atlast. ‘‘She won’t give in, and she will go 
to Mr. Lyman with her story—” 

“She will not go to Asher Lyman with her 
story,” Floyd interrupted, with ominous quiet. 
“T know Lyman too well to allow him to hear 
her; for in his stern justice he will leave nota 
stone on the face of the earth unturned but 
he’ll find how much truth there is in it. Of 
a jury I have no fear, for they will decide 


the merits of the case by the facts before | 


them, and the facts are on our side, All I dread 
is, that Asher Lyman will remove M ize from 


our reach, and so prevent her marriage to you, | 
and that would be equivalent, nearly, to turn-— 


ing you adrift again. 

__ “But—1 don’t see what you are 

about it,” Noel insisted, in angry desperation 

of impatience. ‘She won’t promise.” ; 
“No, she will not promise!” Maize replied, 


composedly. 


ac 


angry look flashing in his eyes. ‘‘ You may 
consider yourself a prisoner until you do. Mr. 
Lyman, fortunately, is not in the city. You 
have no acquaintances or friends with whom I 
will allow you to communicate, in the city or 
out of it. Ifany one calls to inquire for you, it 
will be easy to tell them you are away from 
home. Meanwhile, until od rebellious spirit 
breaks or bends you will be locked safely in 
your room.” 

‘Maize smiled, contemptuously. | 

““And you suppose I will remain locked up 
long in a room with three windows opening on 
a public street? How long do you imagine such 
Sap eopioent. will last with my wide-awake, 
faithful, intelligent maid Lottie with me? 


| And ae may rest assured no dismissal of yours 
woul 


send her from me if 1 was in trouble. If 


_ you wish to save yourself scandal and annoy- 


¢ 


oing to do | 


ery well, then,” Floyd said, a desperately | 


allow me to leave the room quietly. ‘ 
“ All very fine, Maize. but, in the first place, — 


_ there is a way to prevent a syllable of scandal, ~ 


| doors, leaving himself and his housekeeper vir- 


| Sylvia’s brother! 


. tense scrutiny of his face, he was too engrossed — 


but it does not inelude giving you yeur liberty. 
As to your maid, that is of scarcely importance 
enough to mention; Lottie will be no trouble. 
About your present room, at the front of tbe 
house—that certainly is an objection upon 
which I shall consult a woman’s wit. Just ring 
for Mrs. Duncan, Claude.” 

Noel succeeded in reaching the severed bell- 
rope by using the library steps, and in a mo- 
ment Mrs. Duncan appeared, admitted -by 
Floyd, who instantly locked the door again, re- 
turning the key to his pocket. 

Mrs. Duncan surveyed the scene with dilated 
eyes, regarding Noel with glances that were 
curious and almost anxious, in the second that 
elapsed before Floyd closed the slidirg glass 


tually alone in the parlor. 7 
“What is the matter?’ she asked, uneasily. — 
“Who is that young man?” 1 
‘* Claude Noel.” ‘ 
Mrs. Duncan uttered an exclamation of in- — 
tensest excitement. ‘ 

“* Claude—Noel! Is it possible?—Claude Noe}! 

That—really —Claude!” 

Every feature in her face betrayed hér agifia-— 
tion, and her plain, cross face grew almost re- — 
fined in its pallor. 

‘“‘ Never mind about him now. I need 
assistance, and I want you to listen.” y 

And then, in minute detail, he narratedgall — 
the circumstances of the position. 

“You must helpme. You know, as well as I 
do, that she must marry him. Bring it abcut, 
Esther, and for your reward I will grant you 
the prayer you have made of me for years. I 
will marry you on the day thoy are married.” 

She caught his hand in an agitated sort of 
impulse, and kissed it over and over. 

““T would die to have that justice done me! 
You may depend upon me, Lacy; she shall 
marry Sylvia’s brother. But does he know the — 
secret—the truth, I mean?” p 

“Claude? No, not a Pikeap gt ‘nor must he — 
know. Be guarded; Esther, on every side. — 
Now, we will join them, and I wiil depend on 


your 


; 
o 


He slidrd the door back, and they entered the | 
library, where Claude Noel stood before Maize, 
pleading his suit with a passionate eloquence 
worthy a noble cause, while the young girl’s 
eyes were looking straight away from bim as 
though she did not hear a word. 

Floyd introduced Mrs. Duncan to Noel, and 
although he wondered et her keen, almost in- 


otherwise to think of it but the passing moment, 
for Mrs. Duncan turned to Maize, with’a hard, 
grim look on her face. 

‘*So you refuse to obey your guardian, Miss 
Florimel?” ; 

Maize did not condescend to reply, and Mrs. 
Duncan turned to Mr. Floyd. P 

“Such a spirit needs to be broken down. I 
think she needs to be shut up until she can sub- — 
mit. It will only be a question of time end © 


patience, You can’t lock her up in this house. 
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80 you must take her elsewkere —take her to the 


little house I own in the country. My niece 


lives there, and she’ll be glad enough to take 
care of her. Have a close carriage at the door 
at twelve o’clock to-night, and if anybody sees 
or hears us tbey’ll think we’re catching a late 
train. Ill see that Lottie is safe and sound in 
her bed with a chloroform sponge under her 
aes: yd pack the luggage, and arrange every- 
ing. 

_ Floyd and Noel listened to her with deepen- 
Ing satisfaction on their faces. 

‘You are worth your weight in gold, Mrs. 
Duncan,” Noel exclaimed, enthusiastically. 
‘You have the brains of a lawyer.” 

“‘No—of a woman, only” she said, as she 
Withdrew to at once begin her preparations. 

It was now far past -ten o’clock, and it had 
Struck eleven when she returned, announcing 
that every thing was in readiness—Miss Flori- 
Mel’s trunk in the hall, the carriage at the door. 
~ * And there is nothing left you but to obey,” 
Floyd said to Maize, as Mrs. Duncan brought 

er mantle and hat and gloves. ‘‘ Are you 
Teady?” 

i Maize instantly arose, a defiant gleam in her 
yes. 

“ Ready and glad that this ridiculous farce 
isatanend. I shall be glad to get out of the 

Ouse, in the street. I tell you beforehand, I 
I shall not tamely submit. I shall appeal to 

® driver—” 

s. Duncac produced a vial, from which 
8he removed the cork, the sweet, sickish fumes 
of chloroform escaping instantly. 

“T am on my guard, Mies ‘Florimel, Unless 
you promise me you will not make any trouble 

Will drug you and have you carried to the 
Carriage,” 

1 ize’s face flushed with indignation. She 

Ooked from Lacy Floyd to Claude Noel, but she 

Saw only mercilessness and pitilessness, and to 

Save hezself the horror and helplessness of un- 

~ eg mains she haughtily promised to be 
nt. 


And by her own unaided efforts, walked 
Swiftly out to the carriage, the two men on 
either side of her, and Mrs. Duncan leading the 
os The entire party entered the carriage, 
and, thus closely guarded, Maize was carried 
&way—to what?” 


CHAPTER VIII. 
F A BRAVE SOUL. 
wl se coach rolled rapidly away from Lacy 
ws door, the. helpless young prisoner be- 
een her two jailers, mite in haughty silence 
5 ile she secretly marked the route by which 
Wes ent, as far as her acquaintance with the 
i permitted. tee 
of 4°28 2 long while before they left the:streets 
the. city behind them, and struck the 6pen 
aon » and then Maize’s conjectures came to 
tal end as to what direction she was being 
In absolute silence the four occupants of the 
high ge rode along through the darkness of the 
the t; and then, after perhaps an hour’s time, 
Wie ie came to a halt. 


- Duncan peered out, and then alighted in | 


front of a gate which she held open, while, with 


a tight gripe of Maize’s arm, Lacy Floyd as- 
ai her to descend, followed closely by Claude 
oel. 

“ Bring in the young lady’s trunk, and then | 
return and wait for us—it will only be a few 
minutes,” Floyd said to the driver, as, preceded 
by Mrs. Duncan, they walked through the front 
yard and up to the front door, when . Dun- 
can rung the bell, and, after some delay and 
explanations made to a night-capped head 
thrust from the window above, an entrance | 
effected, just as the cabman deposited the trunl 
on the piazza. ; 

Maize looked curiously at the niece of Mrs. 
Duncan, who was to be her jailer; but her heart 
sunk at sight of the morcse, vixenish face, the 
red hair and angular figure—stamped from head 
to foot with hard harshness—strangely like yet 
very unlike Mrs. Duncan, who, with all 
cruel disagreeableness, bad a certain air of 
better-bredness and even elegance about her. 

In a few concise words, after being announced ~ 
by Mrs. Duncan to “ her niece, Matilda Dunne,” _ 
Lacy Floyd explained the position—who Hein 7 
was, what was expected of her and required of — 
her jailer. Le 

Miss Dunne wigorpnsly, romised to agree to 


bring the young lady to ‘“‘her duty;” the price 
to be Paty her decided upon, and in Jess than 


twenty minutes after the midnight guests had 
arrived at her house, Miss Dunne ha 
a room for Maize’s occupation. 
At her announcement, made after a short ab- 
sence from the little parlor, Lacy Floyd arose — 
and seized Maize’s arm to conduct her to her 
prison-cell, but she flung off his touch as though 
a serpent had endeavored to coil around her arm, 
and confronted him, her face so white that it 
startled him, her dusky brown eyes shining like 
suns, her countenance instinct with stern wrath. 
‘Do not dare touch me, Floyd! False 
friend, false guardian, false relative! Hypo- 
crite, { know you at last, but you cannot force — 
me to do your will, You know I amno coward 
—you know that no amount of coercion can ever 
drive me into an act from which my whole soul 


revolts!” ; 

““T am willing to put it to the test,” he said, 
quietly. ; 

A sudden change passed over Maize’s face, 
for, despite her courage, her faith in herself, she 
shrunk appalled from the ordeal before her. A 


passionate pain was in her eyes, and her sweet — 


mouth quivered, as, in a piteous pleading im- 
pulse, she looked at him, xe Cia 

“Tacy!—it is not too late yet to turn back! 
Return to your honor, your duty I prey ae 
I will forgive you, I will overlock e wron 
you have done me if you will repent, and re 
store to me my rights, Lacy! In mercy to 
meméry of my dead father, whose cousin yo 
were, whose trusted, beloved friend you were, 
in mercy to me, so alone and friendless, do 
what is right—even at this eleventh hour!” 

Then, seeing that her impassioned pleading 
was utterly thrown away, she added; 

“Refuse, and when my hour of triumph 
romes, as come it will, you will find me nierci- 
less also!” : : 

For answer, his thin lips curled in a sneering 
smile and he advanced toward her, 


prepared 


i chamber, for whatever her secret terror and | 
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zee you again, Maize. Now, if you please, we 
will go up to your room.” | 
In obedience to his gesture, Mrs. Duncan | 
seized one of Maize’s arms, while he grasped the | 
other, and Miss Dunue preceding them with a) 
a they went upstairs, to a room in the attic, | 
a large, dismal, barn-Hke place, uncarpeted an 
unspeakably forlorn, lighted only by a small | 
lass skylight in the very 1 ape of the roof, An 
es bedstedd, a dilapidated wash-stand, a_ 
wooden chair and Maize’s box, which Miss | 
Dunne had carried up, constituted the entire | 
furnishing of thé place, from which Lacy Floyd | 
Pe Sa involuntarily as bag entered, while | 
ize walked in, proud and high-headed as a | 
queen treading the marble floor of her audience- 


oguish she would not betray herself to her en- | 


emies. 

“Tt is hardly so luxuriots as your rooms at | 
Bilverdale,” he said, ‘but you may exchange | 
at any time. It is not too late to Aa Maize, | 
even now, and I would gladly; gladly save you | 
this og yao Say but the word, and be re- 
stored to liberty, riches and luxury, Maize.” 

‘Her lips éurled. 

“Life for the rest of my existence, is pre- 
ferable here, to the alternative you offer,” she 
returned, seg 

“Then you shall have the full berefit of your 
stubbornness,” he returned, turning toleave, and 
bps followed by the two women, he went 

(3) rs, and, standing proud and uncon- 
quered, yet with death-pale face and dilated 
eyes that could see nothing in the deep dark- 
ness, Maize heard them descend the stairs; later, 
heard them leave the house, and so her gloomy, 
terrible imprisonment began, than which one 
more barbarous could not have been devised. 
_ She had no glimpse of the world outside, no 
books, no occupation of any sort, absolutely 
nothing to do but suffer her wearying thoughts, 
and pass the hours of the night in restless, un- 
Helga Sie Three times a day Miss Dunne 
brought her a supply of hard dry bread and 
water, at every visit urging her to comply 
with Mr. Floyd’s demands, to which barangues 
Maize simply listened because she could not 
help herself, and to which she never deigned to 


*T y. 

a weary week went by, that seemed a 
month to the cxptive girl, when the dreary 
monotony was broken by a visit from Lacy 
Floyd, to whom the news of Miss Dunne that 
her Resrorier was absolutely unconquerable was 
keenly disconcerting. 

“T's a big job I’ve got on my hands,” Miss 
Dunne. declared. “It’s my belief she won't 
give in while there’s a breath in her.” 

Floyd’s brow contracted darkly. ; 

“T begin to see I have a Satan to deal with! | 
I half wish she was dead.” 

“You half wish she was—what?” 

“Nothing. Ill go up and have a talk with | 
her. Perhaps she will display less spirit to me, 
~ Give mea light and the key.” 

As Miss Dunne said, Lacy Floyd found her 
utterly untamed, wholly unsubmissive, as | 
proud, spirited, fearless in the midst of her | 
adversities and misfortunes as she bad been in 


! 


"‘T hope to find you in a better mood when 1! her happiest days, and Lacy Floyd 


knew, as 
well as he knew anything, that only death would 
break her spirit. 

“Do not mention your pretended regrets to 
me,” she said, passionately, during their inter- 
view. ‘‘Since I have been shut up here I have 
thought and wondered and speculated until I 
have come toa solemn conviction that you have 
had designs against mo all the years you have 
pretended te think so much of me.” 

A A sudden apprehensive look darkened his 
ace.” 

‘‘T believe this very condition of affairs—the 
coming forward of this Sylvia Florime]l—has 
been anticipated by you for years,” she went 
on, with intense eagerness, “ You have known 
her all her life, and you have planned to make 
her heiress to Silverdale. You have sckemed 
to this end. You intended to remove every 
barrier between Sylvia Florimel and the prize 
you meant her to-win, until you found in me, 
a weak, delicate giil, an obstacle not so easy to 
remove. While my father and my grand- 
father lived you kept silent, when their death 
left the way clear, you made your treacherous 
move!” ‘ 

Lacy Floyd’s faee grew positively livid. His 
ha dilated as though he had seen a ghost in- 
8 eh of cnly hearing a young girl’s passionate 
words. 

And Maize saw how her accusation struck no 
random blow. 

‘‘ With your own lips you said, in my hear- 
ing, that morally, in the eyes of God, my dear 
old home is still my own. And it must be mine 
again, in the eyes of man.” 

‘““You know the terms,” he said, a curious 
tremble in his voice, 

‘‘Never on those terms! I would not marry 
Claude Neel to save my life!” 

‘*Do you know what that implies?’ he asked, 
after a second’s pause. 

‘*T adhere to it, whatever it implies!” 

An awful smile—such a smile that it made 
her.recoil with a sensation of terror from what 
seemed the embodiment of some terrible, dead- 
ly purpose—played ghastily on his Tips, and 
then, fixing her bright, steadfast eyes on him, 
she demanded, with startling abruptness: 

“Tacy Floyd, what is the secret link between 
you and Claude Noel and Sylvia Florimel?” 

For answer, he glared at her in demoniacal 


fury. 

“TI would like to give you a last chance to 
atch up a truce,” he said presently, in a thick, 
oarse voice, which Maize interrupted: 

‘You do not think best to answer mv ques- 

tion?, My discoveries do not please you.” 

‘‘Your discoveries! And what of your pre- 


. cious discoveries? You mean, perhaps, to es- 
| cape—to see Asher Lyman—to unburden your 


bosom—to denounce me as a conspirator—to 
contest your claim to Silverdale? charming 
programme, beyond doubt, but one which, un- 
fortunately for you, is utterly infeasible.” 
“Then I will stay bere as long as your 

tience holds out, fcr, sooner or later, you will be 
compelled to ge me my liberty, ‘You cannot 
}-ide a girl like me away from the world very 
long without inquiries being made by her 
friends. Mr. Grandcourt will demand to know 


; 


q 


es a 


ee gas 


Mmy whereabouts; Mrs. Weston will make in- 
quiries; Tiottie will not desert me, Suspicion 
will fall upon you, and you will be compelled to 
produce me?” 

Evidently Maize had not even yet compre- 
hended a modicum of Lacy Floyd’s capabilities 
for wickedness. She appreliended nothing more 
than a prolonged captivity, even when, without 
& word, he smiled at Her with a perfect devil in 
his lurid eyes and slowly left the room. 


CHAPTER IX. 
INTO THE FRAP, 


. As he went slowly down the narrow stairs, 
rk even ir the daytime, Lacy Floyd came 
deliberately to the conclusion that since it was 
impossible to break Maize’s brave spirit, since 
y her own words she knew far more tl wes 
ood for him and the cause he had espoused, 
eroic measures wete immediately necessary. 


- Maize must be disposed of, beyond question; 


A ty not to be doubted. 


but how? 

The question brought a pale, desperate de‘er- 
Mination to his face that Matilda Dunne saw 
when he re-entered the sitting-room, 

“You found it just as I said! You'll never 
conquer her, never. You can starve her to 
death, but—” 

ae interrupted her abruptly. 

“Where's Sandy ?” 

““Where’s Sandy!” she repeated, in sudden, 
shrinking terror, as she stared wita frightened 
Syes up in Floyd’s face. ‘“ And what might 
you want with the poor boy that never did you 
any harm?” 

“No, not to me, but all the same he’s the 
Yeriest rascal that ever contrived to keep out of 
gail, There’s a reward of a thousand dollars 

or his capture, to-day, on account.of the bank- 
urglary last spring—that precious brother of 
Ours, You couldn’t tell me where he is, Miss 
Unne? If Pd agree to befriend him?” 
suspicious, incredulous look came to her 
ha “ge his sharp gaze saw and correctly con- 
ie 


“Ah! I understand! I happened to strike a 
ay blow unawares. You do know where 

andy Dunne is. Is he around here? In the 

Ouse, concealed?” 
erete was no need for an answer.’ Her cow- 
oe figure, her blanched face, her affrighted 

Yes assured him that he had guessed exactly. 
8 ou need have no fear, none whatever. 
hey. is as safe with me as with you, Go to 
t a, tell him that I not only swear not to be- 
ine’ him, but will put him in the way of mak- 

& & hundred dollars and at the same time pre- 
ive his safety,” 
« + 0U are in earnest?” 

In earnest,” Floyd returned with a sincer- 
“T have a little piece of 
mess on hand of somewhat irregular char- 


5 and Sandy’s the man for me.” 


loadin eee Miss Dunne opened the door 

Bat ing to a deep, dark pantry, just inside which 

twont dark, lowering faced young fellow of 
iT 


YY four or five. 
deay ;0u hear what Mr. Floyd says, Sandy, 
Protec, at Miss Dunne. ‘ Come out, and he'll 
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you, and give you the job, and be in the ' 


i? 


same boat with you. Vil go bring you some- 
thing to drink while you’re talking your busi- 
ness over.” 

Reluctantly and nervously the young repro- 
bate crept out from where his sister had hidden 
him upon hearing Floyd descending the stairs. 
The eyes of the two men met, and in that 
scrutinizing glance the two black natures at 
once thoroughly comprehended each other. 

Left to themselves, without Lacy Floyd hav- 
ing betrayed himself, he came to an under- 
Soning with Sandy Dunne. He related as 
much of the story about, Maize Florimel as he 
deemed necessary, and then in low, quiet tones, 
told Sandy that the girl was in the way. ~ | 

“Tn the way! Then, what are you going to 
do?” Sandy asked, ia stupid wonder. And 
Floyd whispered in a voice that was a hiss: 

“Remove her! That is what 1 want your 
services for, my man. Refuse, and I’il deliver 
you to the police with my own hands,” and as 
he spoke Floyd significantly took a revolver 
from his pocket. “Promise to obey, and seek 
to play off, and [ll set them on your track,” 

gleam like sunlight on glass seemed to 
shoot from Lacy Floyd’s eyes, and Sandy re- 
cle’ from the hideous purpose he read in 
em.. ! 

‘I’m bad—I’m bad enough, but I ain’t so bad 
as that. She’s.a young, helpless, innocent thing— 
Oh, Mr. Floyd, I can’t—I can’t—” 

Very well. If your delicate conscience has 
sucb scruples, it will be as well that you nurse 
it inside the walls of Auburn bee for the 
next fifteen years of your life. Which wiil you 
do? Obey or be handed over inside of an 
hour?” 

A cold sweat burst out on Sandy’s forehead. 

“‘J—]—I—will do it!” he whispered hoarsely, — 
and Lacy Floyd smiled. Se 

“Sensible young man. Now, listen to my 
instructions.’ 

In low, cautious tones he unfolded his plan, 
never once removing his eyes from his con- 
federate’s appalled face. 

‘““¥ou understand it thoroughly? In every 
detail? You can manage it, beyond doubt?”’. 

“Yes,” Sandy said, in that same horrified, 
husky voice. S 

Floyd then gave him an amount of money, 
reiterated his instructions, bidding him keep 
concealed until he received by messenger a 
certain parcel next day, and then he went away, — 
exulting in his success—never seeing, as . 
strode Hipeug the gloomy yard, now doubly - 


gloomy in the falling dusk of the October 
evening, a cunepitit crouching figure—the 
figure of Lottie Orr, Maize’s faithful maid. 


Since the night, a week before, that Maize 
had disappeared from Mr. Floyd’s house, Lottie 
had remained, entertaining no suspicijons, feel- 
ing no doubt of the story that Maize had gone” 
to visit Mrs, Weston, having been summoned 
by telegram to that lady’s sick bedside, until, 
between receiving no message from her mistress. 
as was Maize’s kindly custom when absent, an 
noting the daily visits at the house of Claude 
Noel, her suspicious fears had become suddenly 
aroused, and she had ventured to telegraph to 
Mrs. Weston, inquiring if Miss Florimel were 
there, and well, To which came an immediate 
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answer, saying that Mrs. Weston had not seen 

Maize since their parting at Silverdale. 
Terrified, and wild with anxiety, Lottie 

resolved to write a letter to Mr, Wilton Grand- 


silently 


court, which letter was intercepted by the | 


faithful Mrs, Duncan, and read by both herself 
and Lacy Floyd, who decided upon instantly 
‘dismissing her, and while not letting her know 
her letter had not been mailed, threatened her 
with all the terrors of the law if she persisted 
in declaring Miss Florimel was not with Mrs. 
Weston, which assurance was renewed. Her 
wages were paid, and she was ordered to return 
at once to Nilverdale, to await Miss Maize’s 
approaching visit, when she left Mrs. Weston’s. 

n rently meek and obedient, and 
terrified, Lottie left the house, and taking up 
her residence in a distant quarter of the city, 
resolved to watch Mr. Floyd and Claude Noel 
as best she could, when suddenly remembering 
having heard one of the housemaids at Mr. 
Floyd’s speak of Miss Dunne, Mrs. Duncan’s 
niece, who lived in Mrs. Duncan’s cottage in 
the suburbs, Lottie decided to pay the place a 
visit, impelled by a feeling she could not explain 
or understand. 

y mere accident, she had reached there just 
in timéto see Lacy Floyd leaving, and her joy 
at the recognition may be imagined, for it was 

roof positive to her that Maize was within the 
ouse, that her vague suspicions were correct, 
“Now I know what Mrs. Duncan meant when 
I overheard her say to Mr. Floyd about ‘ break- 
ing herspirit! Isee it all; my poor dear Miss 
Maize refused to marry Mr. Noel, and they 
brought her here until she gives in! My poor 
darling Miss Maize!” 
She gazed at the darkened windows of the 
house with eager, wistful eyes. 
‘*She’s in there, I know it, but how can I get 
to see her to let her know I am here? Perhaps 


it will be best if I make no attempt to getin. [ 


will telegraph to 
did not answer my letter. He'll come at once, 
and [ll meet him and bring him here, And b 
to-morrow this time, Miss 
Thus strengthening her sinking heart, Lottie 
returned to the cowpe in waiting, some distance 
down the road, and went back to the city. 
While, all unconscious of it all, Maize was 
enduring the tedious hours of her imprisonment, 
little dreaming what was to befall her. 
Early the next morning, the promised 
“ parcel” arrived, which contained a full and 
complete disguise for Sandy Dunne—a partly 
worn suit of sailor’s attire and a rough wig and 
beard of jetty black, which changed him so 
marvelously that his sister shrieked out with 
- terror at the sight of him when he entered her 
resence. By eight o’clock he was gone, point- 
Fiauk refusing to tell Miss Dunne, where, for 
what, or what the nature of the little business 
between him and Mr. Floyd had been. At six 
o’clock of the same day he returned, evidently 
in great satisfaction with himself, but still re- 
fusing to take his sister into his confidence in 
spite of her importunities. 
At ber usual hour, ten o'clock, Miss Dunne 
retired, and at eleven the key of Maize’s attic 
rison was drawn from under her heavy head 
'y Sandy’s cautious fingers, with which he 


x | 
aize shall be free!” | 
' go, Miss Florimel,” he said. ‘‘I don’t want any 


Mr. Grandcourt, although he | ] 
| glorious dark eyes that struck bim as no eyes 


ascended the attic stairs, and reaching 
Maize’s door listened stealthily for a moment, 
and then, putting his mouth to the key-hole, 
whispered: 

‘*Miss Florimel!” 

There was a sudden start inside, then low, 
trembling footsteps neared the door, and a fear- 
ful, eager voice answered him, 

“Who is it?’ Maize asked. 

“ Hush-sh! Be quiet or you'll rouse up the 
old maid below! Hush-sh! It’s a friend!” 

‘*A friend! <A friend, did you say?’ whis- 
pered the low-sweet, eager voice within. 

‘Yes, ’'m coming in—hush-sh, now!” 

And softly and skilfully b» unlocked the door, 
opened it, and stepped just inside. It was dark 
as Erebus—the poor young prisoner could not 
see the glow in his eyes, he could not see the 
ea er paleness of her face, as she reached out 
ber hand and touched his arm. 

“Who are you?” she whispered. 

**Sandy Dunne, her brother, just come hom 
from sea last night, miss, and found out you 
was shut up here against your will, And I 
made up my mind I wouldn’t stand it, and I 
ain’t a-going to. Ill help you to escape if 
only you'll quiet as a kitten, so she won’t 
hear us, for there’d be not a scrap of us left if 
she wakes, Are you ready fora journey, Miss 
Florimel?” ee 

It seemed to Maize she must be dreaming, yet 
she answered eagerly: 

“Tamready,except my hat and wrap. I’ll find 
them. [bave them. I amready, Iamall ready,” 
she whispered, eagerly. 

“Then come, only be still as a mouse, miss,” 
and, his shoes in his hand, he led the way down, 
while, noiseless as a shadow, she followed, her 
heart swelling with rapturous gratitude that 
was almost unendurable as at length they stood 
out under the stars, ia the sweet pure night air. 

“Oh, how can I ever thank you?” she said 
brokenly, as she looked up at him with her 


had ever done before. 
‘‘ Let me see you safe wherever you wish to 
other thanks. Where's it to be? The city?’ 
‘Oh, no!” she said, with a shiver of horror. 
‘To Silverdale, then?” 
‘tNo, not yet! I am very friendless, Mr. 
Dunne. I have a guardian who is still at his 


‘summer residence at Cape May. I will go to 


him.” 

“You can go by train, there, to-morrow, and 
you will want to go to a hotel in the city to- 
night, then, I have a carriage ready to 
you in—I thought it’d be the city. As far as 
getting to Cape May goes, if it wasn’t that it 
ain’t the fanciest vessel for a lady, I believe I'd 
take you in my sloop, if you’d go.” 

“Your sloop! Your own vessel, Mr. Dunne? 
Oh, it would be just the thing for me—Mr. — 
Floyd, one of my guardians, who shut me up in 
your sister’s care, will never beable to overtake 
me before I get to Mr. Lyman! Mr. Dunne, I 
a ie take me to Cape May in your own 


at. I have money. I will pay you hand- 
somely. I pray you do this for me.” 
“Blessed if I don’t!” he exclaimed, with ap- 


parent heartiness, ‘I’m afraid vou won’t find — 


rive 
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for you. We'll get aboard and be off before 
daylight. Here’s the carriage, Miss Florimel.” 
_He assisted her in, and took his place out- 
side on the driver’s seat, touched up the horse 
§ and dashed toward the city. 
hile in a very ecstasy of joy Maize cried a 
storm of tears. 
“Free! free! Oh, thank God!” 
But if she had only known! 


CHAPTER X, 
AT MIDNIGHT, 
‘  Haur-way between the city and the cottage 
___ they had just left, Maize and her treacherous 
is conductor passed a carriage, driving rapidly in 
; the direction from which they had just come— 
. 


and no subtle instinct told” the occupants of 
either coach who it was they passed, and yet, it 
: was the very sarcasm of fate that in the carriage 
astening toward Miss Dunne’s cottage, was 
Wilton Grandcourt and Lottie Orr. 
Faithful to her resolution to losenot a moment 
Onger than was absolutely necessary, Lottie, 
upon being driven back to the city, had gone at 
once to a telegraph office and dispatched a most 
urgent message to Mr. Grandcourt, begging 
im to come instantly to the relief of her young 
Mistress. 
It had happened, however, that Mr. Grand- | 
court had been absent from home when the first 
thing in the morning, the telegram had been 
delivered at Grandcourt, and consequently 
ttie waited in vain, feverish impatience all 
that day for him, at the address she had given 


it very comfortable, but Tl! do the best Tcan_ 


Im, and the next day until just afternoon 
Whena dispatch reached her saying Mr. Grand- 
Court had only Se received her message and 
Would start for the city on the firsttrain, reach- 
— at aspecitied time. 

unctually on time, Mr. Grandcourt drove 
up to the humble little lodging-house at which 
Lottie was staying, finding her ready to start 
Without a moment’s notice, and so pale and 
Worn tnat he was startled at sight of her. 
«+Uottie!” he exclaimed, apprehensively. 
What is the matter? Where is Miss Florimel? | 
hat is the difficulty? I could gather from 
our dispatch only that your mistress is in 

Touble.” | 

We will go to her at once, sir. Iwas sure | 
ia would bring a carriage—let us lose no time. 

Will tell you all on the way.” 

‘ Amazed, Mr. Grandcourt obeyed her eager | 
°mmand, and, the order given the driver at 
ttie’s instruction, they set off, at a rousing | 

Speed toward the cottage Maize was about the 

@ hour leaving. 

i he consternation of Mr. Grandcourt on hear- | 

ae. the story Lottie had to relate even passed | 

hey ription, as he learned item by item, what | 

th transpired, from the visit of Claude Noel to | 

© letter Lottie had sent him, and yet, he. 

th d scarcely realize the terrible enormity of | 
Saffair, - 

to White and cold with horror, he sat listening | 

¢ the revelations Lottie made, and her perfect | 

Plaviction in her conclusions concerning Lacy | 

Mord and his capacity for wickeduess isepired 

the, Grandcourt with a similar belief, difheult 

Ough it was to realize that the smiling, pleas- 


ant-mannhered, gentle-voiced gentleman whom 
Maize had so trusted and honored, was such a 
monster of wickedness. A galloping speed 


brought them to the lonely little cottage in a — 
short time, and arriving at the gate, he bid the 


driver wait, no matter how long, supplement- 
ing his order with the promise of a magnificent 
fee for the night’s work, then, followed by 
Lottie, he hastened up“the walk to the front 
door, where he knocked loudly, with imperative 
impatience, 

on the occasion of previous midnigh 
its, Miss Dunne thrust her unkempt head from 
the bedroom window... : 


“Ts it you, Mr. Floyd?’ she asked in a loud, © 


cautious whisper. ‘‘ Don’t knock so loud—you’ll 
arouse the next-door people. Yl let you right 
in, sir. 

ln the darkness she had neither seen Lottie, 
nor discovered that her visitor was not Lacy 
Floyd, and a moment later she quietly opened 
the door. ; 

“What's up, sir? Nothing the matter—” 

Mr. Grandcourt stepped suddenly inside, Lot- 
tie closely after him, and not till then, when 
the broad glare of the lamp Miss Dunne had de- 
posited on the landing at the head of the stairs, 
fell full upon his face, did Miss Dunne compre- 
hend the mistake. 

With a shriek of terror she sprung back, 
while Lottie closed the front door after her. 

“Be quiet,” Mr.Grandcourt said, commanding- 
ly. ‘“ Weare not burglars or murderers, woman.” 

Somehow, his stern voice, his handsome, reso- 
lute face, with its determined blue eyes, in- 
spired her with equal obedience and terror. 


‘““What—wh—what do you want?’ she chat-— 


tered: 

“T am come to see Miss Florimel,” he said. 
‘Show me to her instantly.” 

Miss Dunne uttered an involuntary ery, at 
once defiant and terrified. 

‘¢Miss Florimel! Who’s she? I don’t know 
any such person. There’s no such person in 
this house. 


“Very well,” Mr. Grandcourt replied, coolly, » 


‘That's your word for it. I have such ¢ 
reason to doubt it that I shall look for her my- 
self.” 3 


and seized the lamp, while, with a scream, Miss 
Dunne followed her wildly, rushing to the door 
of Sandy’s room, which she burst open in a 
panic of fear and dismay. 

“Sandy! Sandy! wake up and—” 

And finding that the room was empty. 

While, glancing rapidly into the two other 


| rooms on that floor, and seeing them iris egal 7 
ere 


Mr. Grandcourt had 
Miss Dunne follow 
in fear and rage. 
The door-of the attic room stood n, and 
the key was on the outside. Mr. Grandcourt 


e up to the attic, 
‘him, crying and howling 


and Lottie entered, assured by a glance that it — 


had very recently been the prison of the young 

irl they sought, for there was her trunk, the 
fid o n, and laces and ribbons well known to 
Lottie’s eyes lying as Maize had left them in a 
pitiful effort to pass the tedious hours away by 
arranging and rearranging them. A dainty 
zephyr shawl that Mr. Grandcourt had often 


t vis-° 


As he spoke, Lottie darted up the staircase — 


- me why I am 
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seen on Maize’s shoulders at Silverdale—pink, 
with floss threads running like shining lights all 
through it—lay across the foot of the little 
narrow bed that, coarse though it was, was 
made as carefully as though it had been Maize’s 
own luxurious couch at Silverdale. A coarse 
blue dish, on which lay Lalf the slice of bread 
Miss Dunne had brought up for her prisoner’s 
supper, and a green tumbler containing a por- 
tion of water, stood on the chair—a mute, pite- 
ous reminder of what these prison hours were 
to»the pe eeipiied young creature who had 
_ been shut in there. 

Mr. Grandcourt looked about him, with a 
curious swelling in his throat. . 

“And she was shut up in here!” he cried, 
sterniy. ‘‘ Where is she now?” 

“T don’t know! She’s escaped, her and 
Sandy together! I’m ruined, dead ruined! Mr. 
ers? ill me!” Miss Dunne groaned and la- 
me : 


Unheeding her cries and tears Mr. Grandcourt | 


turned hastily to Lottie. 

‘““We must be off at once! Come, Lottie! 
You remember the close carriage we passed? 
It must have been them. We may overtake 
them yet!” 

_ He hufried down the stairs, followed by Lot- 
tie, and just as he was about to open the front 
door, a low, cautious series. of raps sounded on 
the outside, and he opened—to Lacy Floyd, 
whose impatience to learn of the safe abduction 
by Sandy was so great, he had come out to learn 
the particulars, 

The recognition was sudden and mutual, 

‘*Mr. Grandcourt!” Floyd faltered, his face 
paling to lividness, ‘‘ You here! What does 
his mean?” ‘ 

“You see me here,” Grandcourt replied, 
sternly. “I'lltell you whatit means. Just step 
inside.” 

As he spoke he seized Floyd’s arm and drew 
him into the hall, closing the door after him. 

‘The amazement of Lacy Floyd at thus find- 
ing himself confronted at this place of all 
others, by Wilton Grandcourt, of all men, was 
absolutely overpowering. His breath came in 
_ gasps, his eyes seemed staring from his head, 
while Grandcourt eyed him sternly and strange- 


y- 
‘‘A most unexpected pleasure, Mr. Grand- 
court,” Floyd forced himself into saying. 
“I question your statement, sir. You ask 
ere. J answer to rescue Miss 
Florimel from a loathsome and cruel imprison- 
ment.” 

Floyd turned a startled, terrified glance at 
Miss Dunne, for a moment dreading that bis 
schemes had miscarried, and that Maize’s lover 
had indeed come to rescue her. 

“T was not to blame, Mr. Floyd! Indeed I 
was not to blame, sir,” Miss Dunne. exclaimed, 
wildly. ‘It was all Sandy’s doings; he stole 
the key off my very pillar and carried her off!” 

A curious relieved look went across Floyd’s 
face. Sandy had not failed him, and by this 
time hag were out on the water—before the 
morning light came nothing further would be 
dreaded from the girl. : 

Grandcourt saw the change of expression on 

Floyd’s face, watching him as he did with such 


AL 
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keenly intent gaze, and he knew that Floyd 
was not a stranger to the plan of Maize’s escape 
with Sandy; he understood, as if by magic 


that Floyd himself had planned the escape, an 

| that Sandy was his hired accomplice to keep 
Maize closely imprisoned somewhere safer than 
_her recent quarters, and thus compel her to 
marry Claude Noel. 

While these surmises, partly correct, partly 
incorrect, were occurring to Grandcourt, Lacy 
| Floyd had succeeded in recovering his self-con- 
| trol, and turned toward the young lover in 

well-assumed quietness of voice and manner, 

“No doubt you are surprised at all this, Mr. 

Grandcourt. yao not know how you learned 
that my niece was at this house—unless this re- 
| markably astute young servant here informed 

you—bufé I shall not deny that Maize has been 
here, by my authority, as a guardian. She is 
| proud, defiant, headstrong, forgetful that she is 
no longer the mistress of Silverdale, and defy- 
ing my authority as she did while in or house, 
declining my advice, threatening to leave it 
and go out alone and penniless in the world. — I 
brought her here—and I will justify my cause in 
any court of law—intending to keep her until 
| she should grow submissive. Heaven knows 

what it has cost me, for I love the child as 
though she were my own.” 

He looked up at Grandcourt with an expres- 
sion of anguish and grief on his face well caleu- 
lated to convince of his truthfulness. 

“T do not want to hear another syllable of 
your treacherous softness! I know you, you 
hypocrite! I have seen Miss Florimel’s prison- 
eal her prison-fare, and you would dare tell 
your plausible lies to me. No viler heart beats 
on this earth than yours, Lacy Floyd! I believe 
you capable of anything, unless it be actual 
murder, But I shall outwit you. I will find 
her, yet!” : 


Without another word, he swept impetuously . 


past Floyd, amazed and stupefied, Lottie follow- 
ing, pale and alarmed, gut to the carriage in 
waiting. 


CHAPTER XI. 
SANS MEROCIE. p 

Ir but some subtle instinct had warned Maize 
Florimel that the carriage she passed had con- 
tained Wilton Grandcourt and Lottie! But, 
hearing the approaching wheels she shrunk 
further back against the cushions, drawing her 
vail and scarf closer around her face and 
throat, in nervous dread lest it might be her 
enemy, Lacy Floyd, on his way to the cottage. 

Maize knew no fear, had no doubt of her res- 
cuer—for, had he not been most chivalrous and 
kind, and had he not voluntarily. released her, 
and was he not taking her to her guardian, Mr, 
Asher Lyman, at Cape May? And instead of 
suspecting him,’ Maize felt a gratitude toward 
him which already was leading her to plan how 
best to reward him for his goodness to her: 
Swiftly the carr age rolled along,.and Maize 
drank in the crisp cool night air as though it 
had been wine. 

After her imprisonment everything looked so 
wondrously beautiful, even in’the starry dark- 
ness, and the sound of the wind among the tree- 
tops, the many noises of the night, were to her 


——— 


oe senses the sweetest music she had ever 
eard. 
After a time, and when Maize knew they had 


- been driving through the city streets for some 


time, the carriage stopped, and Sandy came to 
. the door, lifting his bat courteously. 

“We're at the pier, ma’am, where the sloop | 
lays, ready to start, if you'll be so kind as to 
lose no time getting aboard. I’d like to have | 
had time to’a’ got a woman to go along with 
you, Miss Florimel—it may be you're afraid to | 
go alone to Cape May with me—” 

Maize interrupted him warmly. 

“ Afraid of you who have rescued me from 
my terrible imprisonment! Indeed, no, Mr. 
Dunne! I trust you as I would my brother. 
You bave been too kind to me for me to fear 
you. 

Sandy flushed guiltily, but Maize could not 


see the blush. 


“JT thank you, ma’am,” he said, quietly, as 
he assisted her to alight, and then escorted her 
down the dark, silent pier to the little vessel 
lying in the dock—just in exact accordance 
with the directions Sandy had given, when dur- 
ing his day’s myster:ous absence from the cot- 
tage, he had, according to Lacy Floyd’s in- 
structions, hired the sloop, and arranged to 
have it in readiness—as he found it. 
_ It was quick work getting Maize aboard, and 
in a short time the little vessel was off, and 

aize drew a long breath of relief as she felt 
the motion. : 

“Afloat! Safe off the land! Thank God,” 
she thought, but so little dreaming what was in 
the heart of Sandy Dunne as he furtively eyed 
her, so utterly unccnscicus that the greatest 
Peril of her life was in store for her. 

Weak from her long imprisonment and de- 
Privation of proper food, relieved and hopeful 
yet somewhat dreary in her thoughts, Maize sat 
in silence, leaning against the railing of the little 

at until, after an hour or so, she fell asleep, 
the sorrowful face growing peaceful as the 
Slumber deepened. While watching her, 

ndy’s eyes gleamed sullenly. 

“Mr. Lacy Floyd would tell me that now’s 
My chance,” he thought. ‘lf Iwas to keep to 

ny bargain with the old gentleman, now’s the 
time and the opportunity to pitch her over- 
board. I wonder if I hadn’t better? It'd give 
me a hold on him I wouldn’t mind having, but 
€n, he’d havea tighter one on me. Ycu're in | 

Y power, my little lady, and I mean to make 
MM fortune out of you. You're not going to 

Yr. Asher Lyman, nor to Cape May: this very 
nute we are standing out toward Long Isl- 
aes Your life’s in my“hands, and what I shall 

°, I don’t rightly know myself yet.” 

poor Maize slept on, while, wide-eyed 

Daye Usy drained, Sandy Dunne matured his | 
f On one hand was the reward Lacy Floyd of- 

reed him for his ward's destruction—a trivial 

thr2td, and ‘considered only because terrible 

Marts lay behind it. On the other hand, if | 
Safer’® life was spared, were riches, pleasure, 
ar. *¥—or so Sandy argued, And, before she 
degj from that deep, exhausted sleep, he bad | 

_ “Clded_ to spare her life in consequence of the 
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wealth he belfeved that belonging to the young 
girl, he could get hold of. 
“Pll hide her away, and V’ll hide myself 
away, where old Floyd’ll never find me after 
ta written him a letter saying I have obeyed 
im. 
A little later’ on, Maize awaked, and Sandy 
gave her her breakfast, that tasted as never 
food had tasted to her before—potted salmon, 
sandwiches, jelly and milk, after which, Sandy 


engaged her in conversation, gradually direct-- 


ing it in the course he wished, until Lae 
Floyd’s name was brought in by Maize herself, 
and then Sandy prepared to deliberately un- 
mask himself. - 

“The less said of Mr, Lacy Floyd the bet- 
ter,” he replied, coolly. ‘‘Did you know, Miss 
Florimel, that it was he who has arranged this 
sail of yours? It was he who hired me to res- 
cue you from your attic prison, unbeknown to 
od sister Matilda, to offer to save you — he 
who planned everything — the carriage, the 
boat; who found the money, and hired me to 
kill you.” 

Maize looked at him with burnin 
terrible gloom and horror on her blanched face, 

“Lacy—wished you to—kill me!” she whis- 
pered, piteously, affrightedly. 

‘Just that, miss, He saifl it would all turn 
out just as it has—you would be weary and 
fall asleep, and I was to lose you overboard. 
while he pretended to search high.and low, an 
lament loudly.over your unknown fate.” 

A swift light gleamed amid the terrible 

loom in her bonny brown eyes, the look of 
espair suddenly left her lovely mouth, and 
a heavenly smile gathered around it, 

“You obeyed every age we 
here—I fell asleep—yet, oh, Mr, Dunne, you 
did not drown me! You let me live, you have 
even betrayed Lacy Floyd to me—you pretend 
to obey him, but vou are really befriending 
me! T ‘dares to doubt you while you were 
telling me. Oh, Mr. Dunne, you will forgive 
me!” 5 

She suddenly reached forward and lifted his 
coarse dirty hand and carried it reverently to 


her lips, and in confusion he drew it away— 


confusion and stricken consciousness, \ 
‘“T’m not as good as you think,” he answered 
hastily. “I’m not bad enough to let you drown 


| before my- eyes, Miss Florimel, but, all the 


same I can’t afford to lose by you. I’m a poor 
man, and I mean to make my fortune out of 
ou. ” . 

She drew back suddenly. s 

“But I am also poor and very friendless. My 
jewels are all at Lacy Floyd’s house—valuable, 
but out of my reach.” / ; 3 

“Ts that so?’ he responded, coolly. ‘‘ You 
have money, though?” — 

‘Only a few dollars in my pocket.” , 

“But you’ve got a rich lover—that high- 
toned young Grandcour. fellow?” 

‘“No”—and Maize’s sweet face grew deadly 
pale. ‘‘He is poor—poorer than I—for his es- 
tate is heavily mortgaged.” 

“Then there’s no way I see at present of you 
paying me for letting you live, but I'll carry on 


my little plan, and risk it for awhile, anyhow, 


eyes, & 


brought me- 


J 
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‘"You’re not on your way to Caps May, you 
now—” 


‘Not on my way to Cape May! Oh, but you 


' —promised—” 


Sandy snapped his finger and thumb lightly. 
“What's a promise worth? Not that! Be- 


sides, you're a gold mine to me—a merchant- , 
able commodity—as long as you are in my pos- 
As long as Lacy Floyd knows you're | 


session. 
alive and in my keeping he will be under my 
thumb, as he never would be if I were his ac- 
complice in your death. I shall make a bi 
thing by keeping you in my possession, and 
mean to do it.” 

He looked steadfastly at her, his mouth closed 
tightly in grim determination, and poor little 
Maize, brave though she was, felt her heart 
sink with awful despair. 

It was two or three hours later—hours passed 
in passionate pleadings on her part at first, then 
in silent, hopeless submission—that the little 
vessel entered a narrow cove on the Long 
Island coast, very near its north-eastern ex- 
tremity—a lonely, dreary spot, at which Maize 
looked with wistful, dilated eyes as they drew 
nearer the shore—a little way back from which, 
asa curve was rounded, was a forlorn cabin, 
before which Jounged a rough, grizzly-headed 
old man and woman, who watched in surprise 
the arrival of the sloop, which Sandy skillfully 
brought so near the beach that the little row- 
-boat’s trip to land was very short. 

Maize refused Sandy’s assistance, but climbed 
into the row-boat unaided, and directly stood 
on shore, a faint gleam of hope in her heart at 
sight of one of her own sex—old, forlorn, for- 
bidding though she was. 

“‘T suppose you don’t recognize me with all 
this toggery on, Pete,” Sandy said to the old 
man, “but you look as large as life and twice 
as natural as the last time Isaw you and Mrs. 
Tunison there—” 

“It's Sandy Dunne—of course it is,” the old 
woman interrupted, ‘‘and that fixed out, ?m 
sure his own mother wouldn’t know him only 
by his voice! What’s up, Sandy? Perlice after 
ye? Been a-elopin’, Sandy?” 

Sandy laughed. 

“Not much of an elope, Mrs. T. Does she 
look like it? She’s a regular born high-bred 
one—too aristocratic for me.” 

“Then what is it?” the old mien ae ered, 
significantly, as he shook hands with Sandy. | 

‘A little speculation—I’ll tell you all about it 
by and by. Just at present I want a quiet 
boarding-place for the young lady—a good, safe 
room with a lock on the outside of the door. 
Got the accommodations if you’re let into the 
speculation, Pete?” 

‘We've got ’em,” he replied, and then, grasp- 
ing Maize’s arm, Sandy hurried her acrcss the 
beach to the wretched little cabin, where she 
was taken to the smaller of two rooms on the 

round flcor—dimly lighted, meagerly furnished, 

airly clean—and as a struggle would have been 
folly, Maize wearly submitted while Sandy es- 
corted her in, demanding her money, whatever 
valuables she had on her person—that it would 
be out of her power to possibly bribe her jailers, 
and then, telling her he would see her in a few 
days, perhaps not so soon, Sandy locked her in, 


| gave the key to the repulsive old woman, and 
started back on the little sloop for New York 
city. 

And poor Maize, her high courage at last ut- 
terly crushed, gave herself up to the full realiz- 
ation of all the horrors of her position. 


CHAPTER XII. 
A LOVER’S LUCK. 

Upon Mr. Grandcourt’s abrupt departure 
from Miss Dunne’s cottage, he and Lottie were 
driven back to New York with all possible 
speed, his mind made up to Jose not a moment 
in placing the matter in the hands of a skilled 
detective, while, having but a short start of 
a hope was :trong that a clew would be 

ound, 

“The fellow Sandy would take her to some 
humble isolated spot, the sooner to force her 
into submission to Lacy Floyd’s plans. My first 
| work shall be to inquire at the various railway 

stations, although it is quite improbable she was 
| taken to any such public place. To-morrow I 
shall visit the wharves and piers.” 
Not a moment’s time was lost in putting his 
| questions to the test. By mid-afternoon of the 
| day following, two or three hours after Maize’s 
_abductor had set out upon his return to the 
city, Mr. Grandcourt had satisfied himself on 
| the railroad point, while the detective in his 
employ had undertaken the public and private 
livery stables, and fallen in with the man_who 
had been paid such a rousing sum of Lacy 
Floyd’s money, through Sandy Dunne, for his 
midnight work, that he had indulged in an ex- 

_ cess of liquor, that made his tongue wag freely 
and mysteriously; sufficiently however, to war- 
rant the report to Mr. Grandcourt that a clew 
was discovered which promised fairly. 

It was late in the evening when Grandcourt 
and the officer visited the dingy, lonely little 
pier to which the carriage had been driven, and 
there they found the owner of the sloop, his 
lantern beside him, as be rather impatiently 
awaited Sandy’s return, as agreed. 

From him, they learned, with considerable 

difficulty, that he bad hired his boat to a young 
fellow who had eloped with his sweetheart, 
which was the story 
- what direction they had gone, he had no 
idea. 
Baffled at the very threshold of what had 
promised success, the officer was not discour- 
aged, and at once decided to lie in wait until 
Sandy’s return with the sloop. 

‘‘L know the young villain like a book,” he 
said to Grandcourt, ‘‘and when he puts in an 
appearance no disguise can hide him from me.” 

ut—cunning to the last degree, Sandy 
Dunne did not “putin an appearance.” The 
little vessel came in, after a couple hours’ wait- 
ing, but notin charge of Sandy, who, having 
secured the services of a man further up the 
river, had landed, and sent home the sloop in 
his care. 

“Outwitted beyond question,” Grandcourt 
said, in bitter dismay and disappointment. 
‘“ What possible step can Le taken next?” 

“By no means outwitted,” the officer re- 
turned, as they drove away in their carriage. 

“There is good reason to suppose that Sandy 


andy had given him, but — 
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tS laughed almost hysterically, 
Bere down ber thin cheeks. 


_ Dunne would take the young seay 


with which he is well acquainted, and equal 
reason for knowing it is somewhere not very 
distant. His confederates and comrades were 
never many—chief of them being a Pete Tunison 
who only recently served out his time fora 
burglary. He’s got a cabin down on Long 
Island—no® a bad place to hide a young lady 
away. Let’s follow it up.” 

As the first train out was not until morning, 
Mr. Grandcourt returned to his hotel, after see- 
ing Lottie and telling her of their intention, to 
pass the long hours between fluctuations of 
—_ and fear. 

y the first train in the morning they started 
for the Tunisons’ cabin, leaving the train at the 
nearest station, and being obliged te walk be- 
tween three and four miles over the lonely 
dreary roads, every step of which seemed to 
deapen the conviction that it was to this place 
Sandy had brought Maize Florimel—that 
amounted to a feeling of absolute certainty 
when they came in sight of the wretched little 
hovel, in front of which the waves washed 


_ drearily and monotonously. 


Grandcourt’s pulses were beating queex and 
eagerly as they went up to the cabin, skirting 
its rear side, and coming round to the wretched 
little front door that stood open, while within 

Tunison .was preparing a mess of fish for 
their dinner—dropping it with a shriek as the 
two strangers entered. 

‘*There’s no need of making a fuss, old lady,” 
the detective said, suggestively. ‘‘ You’ve seen 
Me before, and [ know you and the old man 
through and through. Let me tell you the less 
trouble you make us the better it’ll be for you. 
ea the young lady you’ve got locked up | 

ere ; 

As he re his hand seizing the old bags 
arm, Mr, Grandcourt had gone eagerly to the 
door leading to Maize’s room, the only door ex- 
cept the outer one, and rapped upon it, calling 
out in passionate eagerness: 

‘“‘ Are you there, Maize? Are you there?” 

There followed a second of painful, breathless 
Suspense, and then a swift little rush was heard 
at the opposite side of the door, a low, inarticu- 

te cry came from within, and then Maize’s 
Voice answered, sweet, full of sobs, passionate 
and incredulous: ~ 

“Will! It is not Will—” 

The sound of her voice, actually and truly 
her own beloved voice, burst all the barriers 
of prudence and restraint on Grandcourt’s part. 
With an exclamation of rapturous delight, he 
flung himself against the door, wrenching the 
ting off it, and a delicate, girlish figure flut- 

ered into the outer room, a slim figure with 
Unbound hair, rippling in silky brown waves 
below her waist, and great passionate brown | 
®Yes lighting up a face white and eager. 
- And this levely little girl flew to Grand- 
court 


arms as.a wandering bird flies to its 


thank God!” 
soul was in his 
her to his breast. 
the tears | 


“Maize! Maize, my darlin 
teal Grandcourt’s , tater : 
<5 Ry Ning voice, as he clas 


ilton, ’'ve prayed and Jonged so for | 
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ou to come to me,” she said, her tones trem- 
ling, her sweet mouth quivering. ‘Take me 


away, Will—take me away, please! You don’t — 


ney al I have undergone since I left Silver- 
2. 

Only a minute of time had been taken for this 
hasty, eager Brecue: and Mrs. Tunison had, 
the while, been vainly attempting to wrench 
herself from the strong gripe of the detective’s 
hand, glancing at Grandcourt and Maize with 


terror and amazement, and uttering several . 
shrill cries, which brought Pete inside, swear- . 


ing as he entered. 

“What the old boy are you yellin’ so 
about, hey? What the devil does this mean?” 
He stopped point-blank in amazement at the 
unexpected tableau thet presented itself. 

‘Tt means that this lady is to be rescued from 
this place, and we will give you just five minutes 
to clear the way for her,” 

Grandcourt looked full in Pete’s an eyes, 

* The deuce you will! 
there’s worth to keep the old woman still—he 
knew that for a truth—and I'll het ’'m a match 
for you, you fine young man! That ’ere lady is 
left in my care, and in my care she stays till 
her garde. n’s order comes to me.” ; 

Grandcourt smiled. : 

‘* We'll see all about that. You may have 
your choice of letting Miss Florimel go peace- 


ably, or you may make all the row youcanand ~ 


then let her go after all.” 

With a curse, Pete picked up a murderous 
looking walking-stick that stood behind the 
door, and rushed at Grandcourt, flourishing it 
dangerously, while Maize uttered a low, ago- 


nized ery. 


“Don't be afraid, dear,” Grandcourt whis- 
pered, swiftly, as he put her from him, and 
then, suddenly rushing at Pete, with a moye- 
ment that did credit to his training as an athlete, 
Grandcourt dexterously knocked the stick 
aside, sending it ig to the other side of 
the room, and before Pete knew what it all 
meant, he was lying on the flvor, stunned, bu’ 
not hurt, by a blow from Grandcourt’s fist. 

It was easy work enough then, and in less 
than five minutes Maize, in sacque and hat, 
was ready to depart, while old Mrs, Tunison, 
swearing like a pirate, writhed in the chair to 
which the officer had tied her. 

In all her life, Maize Florimel had never been 
quite so happy as at that moment, when, with 
her arm linked through her lover’s, she started 
back to life and joy again. 4 

“It pays me for all,” she Ui sperees looking 
up in his face. ‘The future looks dark, but, 
Will, the brightness of this hour will gild all 
the gloom it holds. Iam saved from bondage 
and treachery, by you, Will.” 3 

“ And there shall be no more trouble for you, 
my darling—never!” he answered passionately. 
oy have found you, and shall never lose sight 
of you again. No one will ever harm you 
more—rest sure of that!” 


And the discreet police detective persisted in . 


being a most unwarrantable while in securing 


-| the cabin door, so that the two lovers were a 


distance ahead of him most of the way back to 


| the railway station, rg 


ae 


It'll be all that fellow | 
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CHAPTER XH 
A BOLD MOVE. 


Ir may well be surmised that, as they 
walked along the dreary lonely country road, 


SISTER AGA'NST SISTER. 


followed at such thoughtfully discreet distance 


by the detective, that Mr. Grandcourt and 


Maize talked very much in lovers’ fashion, at | 


least for awhile until the transports of their | 


safe re-union were succeeded by a calm 
reflectiveness, and then, Maize told all the 
hideous tale of Lacy Floyd's treachery, the 
thrilling story of her escape and the révclations 
Sandy Dunne made to her, narrating the details 
with an intensity that made Grandeourt listen 
in breathless wonderment, 

“My poor little girl! It has been a fearful 
experience for you, whose life was so care-free 
and joyous until this new claimant appeared! 
And to think you met all these dangers and. 
fears alone, my little darling!” 

“But I was neither afraid nor alone, Wil- 
ton,” she answered, in a low, reverent. voice. 


“He who has promisel never to.forsake His | 


children was with me, through it all.” 
'. Mr. Grandcourt’s handsome eyes moistened 
as he looked on her pale, pure face, and for a 
moment a sweet, solema silence reigned. 

“Tt is exceedingly strange that Lacy Floyd 
‘supports this Sylvia Fiorimel’s claim to Silver- 
dale, knowing, as he does, that. it is a false 
claim,” Mr. Grandcourt said, presently, 
“What, do you think, {fs the mystery?” 

““T have no idea. It may be that he is to 
be well paid—it may be a deeper reason. But 
at all events, he has risked everything on the 
‘chances of her success, and he undoubtedly 
would sacrifice me because he fears I would 
make trouble.” 

“And you believe Sylvia Florimel not the 
true heiress?” 

‘¢She is not, Wilton.” 

* And you are the lawful heiress, Maize?” 

“Yes,” she said, gravely. 

* Then, such-being the ease, and the brother 
_ of the aspirant to the estate and Lacy Floyd 
' being allied against you, even to the extent of 
seeking your life to further their ends, it fol- 
_ lows you are not safe, Maize, nor would you be 
even with Mr. Lyman, He could have no con- 
ception of the treachery of Lacy Floyd, the 
man who has been his friend for years, from 
- whom one word would outweigh a hundred of 
yours. My decting, you are in a pos ‘tion of 
utmost peril.” 

“Yes, I am; I sige that, Wilton,” Maize 
answered, quietly. 


- 


“Then there is but one thing to be done,” 
he went on, his voice growing more and more | 
eager with every word. ‘‘ You are under age, 

and consequently subject to your guardians, | 
one of whom is a villain, seeking your life; 
the other the confiding friend of the first, 


ah tok 


and take her with us to Bilverdale—dest, 


* ff. *« © ars 


Darling! if ever you needed a friend, a pro- 
tector, you need it now! Let me take you at 
once in my care, dearest. Be my wife imme- 
diately—to-day—and Lacy Floyd’s authority 
over you ceases. Be my wife, Maize, my little 
homeless darling, and you will at Jeast be safe. 
I will watch you night and day; I will defend 
you with my life. Say ‘Yes’ to me, Maize, 
say ‘Yes’ to me!” 

His bandsome face was all aglow as he looked 
at. her with eager, passionate eyes, making it 
indeed a most difficult task for Maize to refuse 
such sweet pleading, but all her nature revolt- _ 
ed from the idea of a stolen, hurried mar 
riage. 

A sorrowful smile came on her }ij+: 
looked at him. 

‘*No, dear, that cannot be. When I marry 
you it shall be as Maize Florimel should—in ~ 
my own dear home at Silverdale, by my own 
pastor, with my friends around me.” 

“But when may that blessed time come, my 
darling? We must be separated unless we aro — 
married. Your guardians will take you away; 
you have no home, no available friends, 
Maize, it must not be as you say! You must 
go back with me to Grandcourt, my wife, and — 
we will defy your enemies, Maize, dearest, 
darling, yes!” 

“No,” she returned, steadfastly; then a 
swift impetuousness broke into ber voice, and 
he saw a sudden dauntless resolution flash to 
her eyes. 


as she 


“The proper place for the heiress of Silver- — 


dale is at Silverdale,” she said, her eyes shining 
like stars. “TI have thought out my plans, and — 
I am going strgight to Silverdale! Claude — 
Noel is still in New York—” 

“* But his sister is at Silverdale!” 

“Yes, but I have no fear of Miss Sylvia 
Florimel. I shall go home and resume posses- 
sion of my rights, and from Silverdale I shatl 
telegraph to Mr. Lyman and Mrs. Weston to 
come to me. I shall take. actual -possessioa, 
and if Mr. Claude Noel wishes to go to law on 
behalf of his sister, he may... I will not agait 
retire in her favor until forced by the highest 
law in the land!” 

He looked admiringly in her spirited young 
face. 

“Tt may be you are right, Maize; at avy — 
rate we will earry your scheme into effect. 
We will go direct to Silverdale, and summon 
your friends, not permitting Claude Noel to 
cross the threshold again until the law confirms 
his claims.” 

“And on our way we will call for Lottie, 


faithful Lottie!” 
The ride to New York was filled with dis- 
eussions as to their plans; arrived at the city, 
Mr. Grandcourt conducted Maize to the West- 
minster Hotel, where, in charge of the deteor 


4 


. ae she remained while he brought Lottie to 


The meeting was most touching between 
them, and Maize thanked the faithful servant 
warmest gratefulness for the great service 

rendered her. ’ 

Attended by her maid, Maize rested that 

Night at the hotel, and the next morning Lot- 

© went on a shopping tour to buy a suitable 

toilette in which her young mistress might 
finish her journey. 

nd at moon, of a crisp, sparkling, late 
autumn day, the little party took the train for 

Ome, reaching the station between four and 

vé, and finding that, as had been the invaria- 

® custom during Maizv’s reign, the Silverdale 

“arriage met the train, for any chance guests 
_ *Hat might have arrived. 

r, Grandcourt at once escorted Maize to 
® carriage, and when Philip the gray-headed 
Soachman, and Jackson the footman saw 
aize, their delight was too genuine to be re- 
Strained 
Go, and it’s come home ye have, Miss Maize, 
oe be thanked the day!” Philip said, rever- 
fen. grasping the dainty little hand she ex- 
nded to him. 
en Yes, home, Philip—it is good, isn’t it?” she 
d, laughing softly. “And how are all things 
ilverdale?” 
, vist the same, Miss Maize, bad loock 
ml Misther Noel he ain’t at home, and the 
ee “4 Missis she is, and no mistake, and the very 
Mai Sig she is, beggin’ yer pardon, Miss 
x Miss Florimel is at the house, then, Philip?” 
bi; es’m, an no’m. She’s there, but this 
‘ssed afthernoon she’s out a-roidin’ in your 
* ~d phaeton, a-dhrivin’ Prince Albert like the 
: Ischief,” 
Maizo’s eyes seemed to flash like diamonds in 
© sunlight as she turned to Mr. Grandcourt, 
and We will take possession without delay, 
~ rsd Sylvia Florimel nor Claude Noel 
> cross the threshold until the law unlocks 
doors} Come, let us lose no time! Drive 
paw Philip—tfast as the horses can go!” 

a te little party entered the carriage, and 
eit 3 P whipped up the great bay horses, his 
o "8eed old face excited and his eyes kindling. 
its co nough Fate had eventually veered from 

Urse for her benefit, Maize reached Silver- 
fore Sylvia Florimel returned from her 
and the home-coming of the young 
rough was a perfect ovation—a scene that 
®Ye5 t suspicious moisture to Grandcourt’s 

fe he witnessed the devotion ef the young 
Who pr rvante—a joyful hour indeed for her 
“y © lately had been in such peril. 

have done well in acting thus boldly,” 
Sietiae to her lover later. “Even if my 

~.€8 triumph in the end, I shall feel it was 
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right.for me to make a desperate effort to re- 
tain what once was my own,” : 
As she spoke, Lottie came into the reom with 


the announcement that Miss Sylvia Florimel © 


had returned, and was at the door demanding 
admission in the most indignant manner, 

“She cannot enter the house, under any 
circumstances,” Maize quietly said. 
Servants understand their orders, and I have 
no fear of her remaining long outside on the 
piazza. Her maid is with her—let them drive 
to the village, or where they will. They can- 
not enter here.” 

Nor did Sylvia Florimel enter. Twenty 
minutes later, she and Isabel her maid, drove 
off in hot haste, threatening the direst ven- 
geance when they returned, as soon as a police 
officer could be found. 


But Maize only smiled, and bid her lover. 


good-night, assuring him over and over again 
she had not the slightest fear to be left with 
only her servants. 

His solicitude, however, was not so easily 
removed, and it was.not until an hour later, 
when Mrs. Weston arrived, in hot, eager haste, 
that he consented to return to Grandcourt, 
while the two ladies, in their rapturous re- 
union, spent the hours far into the morning in 
confidential conversation. 


CHAPTER XIV, 
BAFFLED! 


Asis already known to the reader, Sandy — 


Dunne had cunningly returned the hired sloop 
to its owner by a third party, while he, bim- 
self, discreetly kept well out of sight, 


Arrived at the city, he resolved to go at once - 


to his sister’s cottage, there to await the com- 
ing of Lacy Floyd with the promised reward. 
Anxious, nervous, Lacy Floyd was not be- 
hindhand with his appointment, but at sight 
of Sandy, tranquil as a summer morning, his 
worried countenance lightened. 
“Ah! Back already?” he demanded, as, 


shown into the shabby little parlor by Miss. 
Dunne, who did not hesitate to show how in- ~ 


censed she was at the mysterious conference 
from which she was so ruthlessly shut out, he 
locked the door, and went close up to Sandy, 
his voice falling to a hoarse whisper: 

“Well, man, well? 
turned out?” = wits 

“A 1! Just as I meant it should.” 

“'Then—then—" and Floyd’s whisper chang-. 
ed to a sort of eager gasp—‘' she is—dead?” 

Sandy nodded assent, and at the same in- 
stant Floyd suddenly sunk down on the near- 
est chair. his face ghastly to lividness, his eyes 
bar 33 dilated, 

‘Dead! Drowned! Poor littie 
ay Goa” ot Dee 


“The 


How has your trip 
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Sandy stared at him in utter amazement, for 
such emotion from such a source, at such a 
time, seemed to him little less than imbecile. 

‘ What’s the matter with you, Mr. Floyd?’ 
he said, angrily. ‘You paid me to kill her, 
and now—” 

Floyd shuddered. ‘ 

“TIT do not regret it, but the awfulness of it 
comes home to me none the less. She trusted 
me, aud I betrayed her to her death. But [ 
regret nothing. It is well done. Hereis your 
reward.” 

He gave Sandy a thick roll of bills, which 
he counted before he put safsly in his pocket. 

“Tt is just what I engaged to give you,” 
Floyd said, “ and it settles matters between us. 
I owe you nothing —you owe me nothing.” 

Sandy smiled curiously. 3 

‘“‘You’re right, sir. We're square.” 

“But before we part company forever, 1 
want to ask you some questions—about poor 
Maize. You were entirely alone with her on 
the yessel?” 

“Stark stone alone.” 

“ And—when she slept, you—tossed her 
overboard?” 

‘‘No. I waited until she woke up. She 
knew what was coming. I told her the whole 
hideous story, that I was a villain not to be 
matched this side of perdition, and that you 
hired me to kill her—” 

Floyd interrupted Sandy’s cool recital with a 
subdued yell. 

“You did not send. her into eternity with 
that damning knowledge?” 

“T told her everything, but beyond her hcr- 
ror and terror was the knowledge that ‘Lacy’ 
could so serve her.” 

The cold sweat stood on Floyd’s forehead, 
like huge rain-drops. 

“ You were mad, cruel, to tell her, and yet 
it makes no special difference—now. That is 
all [ want of you, Sandy,” and his voice grew 
hard and cold again. “I am through with 
you, now and forever. 
ends here, to-night—you go your way, I go 
mine. But I give you fair warning that the 
police are on your track, and you had. better 
get out of the country at once.” 

“T will,” Sandy answered. “Let me ask 
you @ question first, though, Does the new 
heiress of Silverdale live at Silverdale?” 

**She does.” 


“Do, you think I could get a position there? | 


The police would never think of looking for 
me there. Say as steward, or head butler, 
or—” “ 
.. “You! ‘What presumption, You Miss Flo- 
rimel’s steward or butler!” 

- “She had better make me either than her 
enemy,” Sandy returned, with a suggestive 


8 
eee | 


i yen “Let me tell you a little secret, Mr. 
loyd. In return for my confidence to Miss 
el wh ate « * * 


Our acquaintance | 


Maize, she told me all that she heard between 
you and Mr. Noel in your library, about the 
flaw in the new claim!” 

Floyd started, then laughed uneasily. 

“ Girl’s nonsense—jabber,” he said, * Don’t 
play with fire, Sandy—it’ll burn you. Even if 
she heard it, and told you it, what does such 
testimony amount to? And remember ”—and 
his eyes flashed uglily—" you cannot blackmail 

“me through anything Maize Florimel told you. 
('d see you hung high as Haman for her mur- 
der first!” 

“Don’t get up on too high a horse, Mr. 
Floyd!’ Sandy retorted, with menacing anger. 


‘“¢Hang’ is a mean word, and I haven’t said 


the girl was dead yet!” 

Floyd jumped to his feet, springing at Sandy 
in tigerish passion. 

‘Not dead!” he gasped. ‘‘Isshe not dead?” 

“No, she’s not,” Sandy sneered, defiantly, 
and Floyd shrunk, shivering back as though a 
terrible blow had been dealt him. 

“Not dead! And you exchanged all those 
confidences with her! Not dead! Alive— 
yor!” 7 

*’Kixactly. Not dead, alive yet, and securely 
hidden among old pals of mine where neither 
you nor the law can find her.” 

‘¢ Hidden—with—pals of yours! Great God! 
Grandcourt was here the night you went away, 
demanding your whereabouts, and, only this 
morning he was seen in company with a noted 
| detective, who was making inquiries about 
the Tunisons—those old cronies of yours, on the 


her?’ 

Sandy uttered a sharp ery—like that ofa 
wild beast cheated of its prey, and the excla- 
| mation, the look, the raging fury all told the 
| truth. 

For a second the. two villains glanced at 
each other, 

“The game is up,” Sandy muttered, thickly. 
| “She is free by this time!” 
“‘Free—with the infernal information you 
Free! but her freedom must not 


' gave her! 
last; her—” 
| A quick, cautious rap on the outer door in- 
_ terrupted Floyd, and a pallor of apprehensive 
fear swiftly whitened both the rogues’ faces— 
for a second only, and then Miss Dunne 


| ushered in—Claude Noel, agitated and alarmed. — 


‘“‘T have important news,” he said, without 
preface of greeting or courtesy. ‘‘ A telegram 
reached me shortly ago from my sister, saying 
that while she was out for a drive this after- 
noon, Maize Florimel returned to Silverdale 
and took possession, refusing to allow her to 
enter the house. 
state of great excitement, and summons me to 
her by the first train.” 

Floyd stood stupefied at the news. 


‘““Maize at Silverdale! What a cursed fa- 


Long Island shore. Is it at Tunison’s you left 


My sister is at a hotel, ina ~ | 


i 
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tality) « Possession is nine points of the law, | Lacy Floyd was striving to pacify and calm his 
and she means to force you to appeal to the’ clients. 


W. Affairs have taken an alarming turn.” | 


ly “What are we to do?” Noel asked anxious- 

. i} 

“Do? Proceed to extremities!” Floyd ex- 

Claimed, his eyes blazing evilly. ‘We will go 

direct. to Silverdale, you and I, and—once 
ere, it will go hard with me if by strategy 

and force we do not win the day.” 


CHAPTER XV. 
AFTER THE STORM. 


It was between three and four o’clock of the 
ay following Maiz2’s triumphal strategic 
_ Teturn to Silverdale, and the arrangement that 

been made by Lacy Floyd and Claude 
Noel, that the announcement was made to 
41Ze that a party of guests were at the gates, 
Which had by her order been closed and fas- 
ned, demanding admission. 

“Tt’s not so very large a party, ma’am,” the 
Porter at the lodge said, “but it’s quite the 
Strangest Jot I ever see. Miss Sylvia s at the 

€ad of ’em, ma’am, sitting in her carriage 
Mad asa flujee. Mr. Noel’s along with her, | 
’Wearing and threatening, and Mr. Floyd and | 
 Fecin see ma’am, and Mr. Lyman, and a, 

= Z 
Maize caught eagerly at the name of her 
ardian, 

Mr. Lyman has arrived? Iam most anx- 
2S to see him.” 

f And it’s anxious he is to see you, ma’am, 
or he bid me say to you: ‘Tell Miss Maize 

'S ridiculous farce must proceed no further, | 
nh her,’ says he, ‘ that I come as her guardian, | 

he name of the law she defies, to command 
®r to unlock the gates, and yield the premises 
its legal owner,’ says he, ma’am.” 
witize flushed haughtily as she turned toward 
tS. Weston, 
Big! I might only have a private interview | 
ania Mr. Lyman,” she said. ‘But once the 
ig are opened, my enemies would rush in 
cme. What can I do?’ 
with e down to the gates and have a parley 
With he people through the bars. I will go 
you, and you can take Mr, Lyman aside. 


Le 
Pei Couple of the men-servants accompany 


avai’ Seeming a proper course and the only 

* 'e one, Maize at once ordered the car- 

Date? and very shortly the little defensive 
Y Were at the scene of action. 


fo 


Side thee curious scene of action it was. Out- | 
— Byivig © party, as the porter had described it, | 
- 8Xcit, Florimel in a high state of’ nervous 

“ment, and Claude Noel furious with 
keen’ swearing and cursing at the under lodge- 
Whits in 1 daring to refuse to admit them, 


vs ™ his usual role of amiable peacemaker, 


x 


saa wi 


Mr. Lyman and Mr. Braddon stood apart, 


in earnest conversation, and as Maize stepped | 


from her carriage and went directly toward 
him, she saw how indignant, angry and an- 
noyed he looked. In return to her bow of 
greeting, he inclined his head coldly, and with- 
out a preliminary word, broke harshly out: 
‘What does all this absurd masquerading 
mean, Maize? You voluntarily retired from 
the Silverdale estate, to give place to its legal 
owner, and here you are- back again, usurping 


Miss Florimel’s rights, creeping into ber house | 


during her absence—conduct more becoming a 
thief, an adventuress, than a lady. I am 
shocked, mortified at your unaccountable be- 
havior.” 

Maize's: brown eyes flasked and her cheeks 
reddened, 

‘*You have heard but one side of the story, 
Mr. Lyman,” she began, with rare, sweet 
patience, but he interrupted her sneeringly: - 


“T know all I wish to know—and that is 


that your conduct is illegal, unladylike, absurd. 
As your guardian, I command you to open the 
ates!” E 
‘¢ And as your ward I decline, most positive- 
ly, to open the gates, unless I have your guar- 


| afitee that you will enter alone.” 


Her answer was firm, resolute, her face 
bright and glowing, her eyes like twin lamps 
as she looked at Mr. Lyman. 


“Do you dare dictate terms to me? When 
I enter, the heiress of Silverdale and her — 


friends enter with me.” 
Maize laughed—a saucy, defiant laugh. 
“As the heiress of Silverdale and her 


friends are already within, I do not see but 
that you will be obliged to go back where you ~ 


came from,” ‘she answered coolly. ‘The 
ownership of Silverdale shall be settled by 
law—until it is settled, I remain in possession, 
undismayed by threats, undisturbed by sieges 
at my gates. My dear guardian, I wish I 
might explain the matter freely to you. That 
girl yonder, Sylvia Florimel by name, is not 
the rightful heiress, well though the proofs 
look. I solemnly assure you, Mr. Lyman, I 
overheard Lacy Floyd tell Claude Noel there 
was a flaw in the claims, known only to him- 
self, in virtue of which her claims are neither 
legal nor moral.” 

Mr. Lyman looked in amazement at Floyd, 


who came forward, surprise and grief and 
| pain on his face. 


“‘ It is the most remarkable statement I ever 
heard,” he said, as if overwhelmed with be- 
wilderment. ‘‘My dear child, you must be 
dream—” ; 

‘‘Not a word to me, Lacy Floyd!” she com- 


| manded, imperiously, her eyes glowing with 


“Hypocrite that you 
‘ 


scorching contempt, 
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are, you know I speak fhe truth} ‘You know arranged, they started forth again—not to the 


how you {ook me a prisoner from your house 
and shut me up in the garret-chamber, from 
which you hired Sandy Dunne to kill me— 

Floyd uttered on exclamation and ner up 
his hands in piteous horror, while Mr. Lyman 
eried out in angry impatience: 

“Hush such outrageous accusations, Maize! 
Who do you suppose believes such hideous 
falsehoods—it is of a piece with the rest of your 
melodramatic conduct in placing us in the 

_ position of besiegers of your house and home, 
You should have devised a more skillful story 
if you really wished to impose upon people 
‘with a fair share of common sense.” 

“Let the accusations go for what they are 
“worth,” Noel cried, angrily. ‘‘What I want 
is, that my sister gets inside her own gates. I 
don’t want any trouble if I can help it, but I 
don’t mean to have other people living in my 
house, keeping me out of my own, as well as 
putting me to inconvenience.” 

“You are right, Mr. Noel,” Mr. Lyman 
answered, ‘Maize, again'I command you to 
unlock these gates.” 

“And again I decline! As you doubt my 
word, and insult me by your doubts, I will 
bring this interview to an end. As there is 
nothing more to say, but to bid Mr. Claude 
Noel seek the redress he wants for his sister at 
law, I will wish you good-afternoon.” 

With asweeping little bow of icy hauteur, 
she returned to the carriage, and was driven 
back to the house, leaving the party outside 
engaged in an animated discussion. 

“If it were possible to climb the gates, I 
believe I would do it,” Mr. Lyman. said, 


vexedly. 

_ “We must get in by stratagem, Once in 
possessi re could make our own terms with 
her,” Noel declared. 


«“ The wretched, misguided girl! We must 
enter by one means or another,” Floyd said, 
gloomily, as though Maize’s accusations had 
erushed him to the very earth. ‘I fear her 
troubles have unbalanced her mind, and unless 
we protect her, her name will become a scandal 
through the country.” 

*“Once on the premises and I will take her 
away with me—abroad, anywhere, until she 
recovers her usual good sense and delicacy. For 
the present, our best plan is to quietly with- 
draw, sending word by the porter to Maize 
that we will seek the legal redress she counsels, 
and then, adviso together by what strategic 
move we will gain entrance.” 

Mr, Ly man’s plan being considered advisable, 

“his instructions were carried out, and in silent 
rage Sylvia Florimel and Claude Noel con- 
sented to drive back to the village. 

An hour later, just before the dusk of the 
‘October day began to gather, their plans all 


’ 
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gates to force admission, but, to the river, 
which was the dividing line on one side the 
Silverdale estate, by which they meant to 
secretly gain access to the grounds, steal up to 
the various entrances of the mansion, and 
thus gain personal possession. Arrived at the 
river’s edge, Noel looked about for the two 
boats he had ordered in readiness for his party, 
and to his anger and amazement saw that one 
of them was in the very act of being unloosen- 
ed from its moorings—by a man who was sud- 
denly paralyzed with fear to hear Ncel shout 
at him: 


“Hello there! Drop it! We’ve got you, 
you rascal! Lyman! Floyd! Come along 
quick!” 


Sandy Dunne heard the names—Lyman, one 
of the guardians, Floyd, the man in whose 
power he was to a certain extent—Sandy 
Dunne, who had stolen down to Silverdale 
behind Floyd and Noel, anxious to know, for 
his own sake how the affair was to terminate. 

And, hearing what he heard, excited, ter- 
rified, believing that retributive justice was at 
hand, believing that the sly, artful Floyd had 
in some way healed the breach between him- 
self and the young girl, and that upon his own 
.unlucky head the weight would fall, either for 
what he had done, taking Maize to the 
Tunisons’ cabin, or because Floyd had, in spite, 
set the police on his track—in view of all this, 
Sandy believed himself betrayed, lost! 

- With a snarl of rage, he turned on Noel. 

“You needn’t call them—I'll never be taken 
alive!” 

Visions of Sing Sing and Auburn were fly- 
ing like demons through his brain as he drew 
his pistol from his pocket; the sight of which 
failed to intimidate Noel, who was so eagerly 
bent upon securing the boat to get over to 
Silverdale, 

“Get out of the boat—d’ye hear?. Surren- 
der!” 

They were the last words Claude Noel ever 
spoke, for, as he dashed toward Sandy, Sandy 
fired, the shot crashing through his brain with 
sickening aim, and he fell prostrate on the 
little wharf, just as the rest of the party came 
up, horrified, excited,. And Sandy, livid with 
the awful fear of what was his sure doom now, 
with human blood on his hands, saw them 
rush up, saw Sylvia Florimel fall back in her 
seat with a shriek of awful horror, and then 
he put the still smoking weapon to bis own 
temple—and fired, an awful smile on his face 
as he fell forward in the bottom of the boat, 

But the borrors of the scene were not yet 
over, for when Lacy Floyd rushed forward to 
catch Sylvia Florimel as she reeled and fell, it 
was to find that the terrible s 
more than she could bear, and the nervous ex- 
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citement under which she had been for days 
had paved the way for the swift apoplectic 
Stroke w'iich did its work so unerringly. 

Mr, Lyman, appalled and unnerved, surveyed 
the dreadful scene. 


“My God!” he cried. ‘Two people lying 


“dead at our feet’ and Miss Florimel dying! 


What are we to do?” 

“There is but one thing to do,” Mr. Brad- 
don answered promptly. ‘ We must get Miss 
Florimel to Silverdale without the loss of a 
moment’s time. There is no question but that 
Wwe will be admitted under the circumstances, 
Leave the coachman in charge of the dead 
bodies until some one returns; our first duty is 
to the living.” 

Being the only cool one in the party, he was 
implicitly obeyed, and under his management 


- Sylvia was at once rowed over to the other 


side, where their coming had been made known 
to Maize and Mrs. Weston, who, with Mr. 
Grandcourt, and two or three men-servants, 
were on the Silverdale side, awaiting their 
coming, and prepared to prevent a landing. 

But before they had reached the shore, Mr. 
Braddon had shouted out the true condition of 
affairs, and begged Maize’s mercy on behalf of 
the dying girl—an appeal that was not lost, 
When Mr. Grandcourt had satisfied himself it 
Was not a ruse to obtaiu a foothold. 

In solemn procession they carried the dy- 
ing woman to her own room, where all human 
Means were applied, but in vain, and when 
in a fierce rebejlion that had not manifested 
itself before, and which struck every one 
With strange amazement, Lacy Floyd declared 
8he-should not die, 

_“ Who says Sylvia is dying? I tell you sho 
shall not die!” 

As he spoke, he looked in sullen defiance 
8round as the little group gathered about the 
dying bed, but there was no answering look 
of aught but sorrowing sympathy for his 
8enuine grief, 

“No human help can save her,” Maize said, 
Softly. “She is passing away now—God have 
Mercy on her soul.” 
oie then with a cry no one of them ever 

Ought could have come from Lacy Floyd’s 
Mouth, a cry they never forgot, he fell on his 

ees at the bedside, and lifted the cold, limp 

‘and to his lips, kissing it passionately. 
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SISTER AGAINST SISTER. 
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“Sylvia! Sylvia, come back to me—come 
back and I'll tell you what youso often pleaded 
I have done it all because [ loved 
you, I wanted to see you. rich, and honored! 
Couldn’t you guess, dear, how it was? that 
you are not Royal’s child, born of that mad 
marriage of his-but mine—mine—Sylvia, you 
are my own child, and I would have sold my 
soul for your‘sakeP? 

Almost paralyzed with horrified amazement, 
the listeners around that death-bed heard the” 
unconscious confession from Lacy Floyd’s lips, 
as, in pitiful abasement and abandon he talked 
into the ear that heeded not; and when, a 
while after, kindly hands took him away, they 
knew his mind had received a terrible shock, a 
shock from which he never recovered fully, 
but spent the rest of his life a harmless, brood- 
ing creature, a recipient of Maize Florimel’s 
abounding charity, in the private asylum to 
which he was taken. 

The next day after the tragedies occurred, | 
Claude Noel and his half-sister were taken 
away to their old home, from which they were 
buried, while Sandy Dunne was sent home to 
nis sister and Mrs. Duncan, from whom, as 
soon as possible, lawyer Braddon heard in de- 


tail the story of Lacy Floyd’s marriage to 


Gracieuse Noel, the birth of Sylvia, and the 
scheme that had been concocted to represent 
Royal Florimel as the chief actor instead of 
Lacy Floyd. 


Mr. Asher Lyman remained some days. at ; 


Silverdale, to apologize to Maize for bis barsh 
doubts of her; aud so genuine was bis sorrow 
that Maize found it no difficult matter to freely 
forgive him, and to enable him to feel it was 
all to be forgotten, _ : 

Early in the next spring there was a 
ton Grandcourt went abroad for a year’s tour, 
to find upon their return that: not only was 


Silverdale in a condition of splendid renova- 
tion and decoration, but that Grandcourt, too, — 
was entirely restored to its old-time grandeur — 


and elegance—Maize’s wedding present to the 


| man she loved so well. 3 
And 50, after all the gloom and treachery 
| that darkened a brief time in her young life, 
| Maize emerged into the full shining of the sun 


of love, and trust, and joy. 


THE END. 
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SPEAKERS AND DIALOGUES, 


THE MOST ATTRACTIVE SERIES, 


Most Available, Adaptive and Taking Collections 


Declamations, shee ae Farces, 


Recitations, Notable Passages, Dialogues, Minor Dramas, 
Speeches, Extempore Efforts, Colloquies, Acting Charades, 
Orations, Addresses, Burlesques, Dress Pieces, 


IN ALL THE FIELDS OF 


Wit, Humor, Burlesque, Satire, Eloquence and Argument, 


SCHOOL EXHIBITIONS AND HOME ENTERTAINMENTS. 


THE DIME SPEAKERS. 


1~—Dme AMERICAN SPEAKER, 18—Dime ScHoon SPEAKER. 
2—DimE NATIONAL SPEAKER, 14—Dimr Lupicrous SPEAKER. 
3—Dime Patriotic SPEAKER. 15—Car PRETZEL’s KOMIKAL SPEAKER, 
4—Dime Comic SPEAKER. 16—Dime Youru’s SPEAKER. 
5—Dimr ELOcurionist. 17—Dimr ELOQUENT SPEAKER. 
6—Dime Humorous SPEAKER. 18—Dmorm: Han. CotumstaA SPEAKER, 
7~—Dime STANDARD SPEAKER. 19—Dime Serio-Comic SPEAKER, 
8—Dime STUMP SPEAKER. 20—Dime SELECT SPEAKER, 
9—Dimm JUVENILE SPEAKER, 21—Dimkz Funny SPEAKER. 

10—Dinm SPREAD-EAGLE SPEAKER. 22—Dimn JoLiy SPEAKER, 

11—Dine Desater & CHairMAN’s GUIDE 2%—Dime DIALeEcT SPEAKER. 

12—Dime EXHIBITION SPEAKER, 24—DimME READINGS AND RECITATIONS, 

Each Speaker, 100 pages 12mo., containing from 50 to 75 pieces. 


THE DIME DIALOGUES 


Are filled with esis! and specially prepared contributions from favorite and 

pular caterers for the Amateur and School Stage—giving more faking and 
effective dialogues, burlesques, social comedies, domestic farces, exquisite dress 
and exhibition dramas than any collection ever offered at any price. 


Dive D1aLocues NumBer ONE. Dime DrALogues NuMBER SEVENTEEN, Lit- 
Dime DiaLoauEs Numer Two. tle Folks. 
Dime DraLoaurs Numper THREE. Dime DraLtoaurs NuMBER EIGHTEEN. 
Dime DiaLoaurs Numeer Four. Dmr DraLogurs NumMper NINETEEN, 
Dive DiaLocues NuMBER Five. Dime DiaLocurs NuMBER TWENTY. 
Dime DraLocues Number Srx. Dime Dratogurs NuMBER TWENTY-ONE. 
Die Dratogues NuMBER SEVEN. Dime DraLocuts Number TWENTY-TWo. 
Dime DraLtogues Number EIGHT. Dims DiaLoaues NuMBER TWENTY-THREE 
Dme DraLtoauers Numper Nive. Dime Dratocurs NumBer TWENTY-FOUR. 
Dime DraLtoaues NuMBER TEN. Dime DrALoaurs Ntmrer TWENTY-FIVE. 
Dimz DrALoguES NUMBER ELEVEN. Dime DraLoaurs NumRer “TWENTY-SIX, 
Dime DiALoaues NumpBer TWELVE. Dime DraLogues NuMBER TWENTY-SEVEN 
Dime DiaLoaues NumBer TarrTeen. | Dime Diatocues Numpyr TWENTY-EIGHT 
Dimze DIALOGUES NumBer, Fourteen. | Dime DraLocurs NuMBER TWENTY-NINE. 
Dime DiaLoaues Numper Firreen, | Dime Dratoaues, NuMBER THIRTY. 
Dine DraLoaves NuMBER SIXTEEN. Dime DtALoavurs NuMBER THIRTY-ONE, 
Each volume, 100 pages.12mo., containing from 15 to 25 pieces. 
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of price—TEN CENTS EACH. 


BEADLE & ADAMS, Publishers, 98 William St., New York, 


PPP PPP LL PDL PDPDLPR PALA L LID LALA” 


